Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was prcscrvod for gcncrations on library shclvcs bcforc it was carcfully scannod by Google as pari of a projcct 

to make the world's books discoverablc online. 

It has survived long enough for the Copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to Copyright or whose legal Copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, cultuie and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this flle - a reminder of this book's long journcy from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken Steps to 
prcvcnt abuse by commercial parties, including placing lechnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use ofthefiles We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's System: If you are conducting research on machinc 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a laige amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encouragc the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each flle is essential for informingpcoplcabout this projcct and hclping them lind 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are lesponsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in Copyright varies from country to country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any speciflc use of 
any speciflc book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search mcans it can bc used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

Äbout Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organizc the world's Information and to make it univcrsally accessible and uscful. Google Book Search hclps rcadcrs 
discover the world's books while hclping authors and publishers rcach ncw audicnccs. You can search through the füll icxi of ihis book on the web 

at |http: //books. google .com/l 



THE THREE BRIDES 



THE 



THREE BRIDES 



BY 



CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 

AUTHOK OF "tHK RKIR OF KKIHI.VKFK," &C. 



JN TWO VOLUMES.— VOLUME II. 



SEVENTH EDITION. 




Itonbon : 
MACMILLAN AND CO. 

1876. 

ITAr A'rg-A/ 0/ Transiation and Keprodnction is Rf&e}-^'ed.\ 

2SI . Ä . IC^'b 



ä 



LONDON : 

R. f LAV, SONS, AND TAYLOR, PRINTERS, 

BRBAD STREET HILL, 

QUEEN VICTORIA STRRKT. 



CONTENTS. 



CHAPTER I. 

TACK 

AWFULLY JOI.rV I 



CHAPTER II. 

TIMKS OUT OF JOINT 34 



CHAPTER III. 

THE APPLE OF ATF. 58 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE LADY GREEN MANTLF. 73 



CHAPTER V. 

THE PEBBLES 97 



Vi CüNTKNTS. 



CHAPTER VI. 

TAGK 

A STICKIT MINJSTKR II5 



CHAPTER VII. 

« 

THE WATER LANE FEVER 132 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE RETREAT 147 



CHAPTER IX. 

A STRANCJE NIGHT 165 



CHAPTER X. 

COME BACK 183 



CHAPTER XI. 

BREAKING DOWN ~". . . I97 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE .SALVAGE 212 



CONTENTS. vii 



CHAPTER XIII. 

PAGR 

HERBERl-'S VICTORY 23I 



CHAPTER XIV. 

SILVER HAIR 247 

CHAPTER XV. 

HERBERT'S CHRISTMAS 277 

CHAPTER XVI. 

ROCKPIER 297 

CHAPTER XVII. 

THE THIRD AUTUMX 320 



THE THREE BRIDES. 



3 



CHAPTER I. 

AWFULLY JOLLY. 

" When life becomes a spasm. 
And history a whiz, 
If that is not Sensation, 
I don't know what it is." 

Lewis CarrolL 

" Is Lady Rosamond at home ? " 

" No,ima'am/' 

" Nor Mrs. Charnock ? " 

"No, ma'am; they are both gone down to the 
Rectory." 

"Would you ask whether Mrs. Poynsett would 
like to see me } ** 

" 111 inqüire, ma'am, if you will walk in," said Mr. 
Jenkins, moved by the wearied and heated looks of 
Miss Vivian, who had evidently come on foot at the 
unseasonable visiting hour of 11.15 A.M. 

The drawing-room was empty, but, with Windows 
open on the shady side, was most inviting to one who 
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had just become unpleasantly aware that her Walking 
capacity had diminished under the stress of a London 
season, and that a very hampering one. She was 
glad of the rest, but it lasted long enough to be lost 
in the uncomfortable consciousness that hers was too 
truly a moming call, and she would have risen and 
escaped had not that been worse. 

At last the door of communication opened, and to 
her amazement Mrs. Poynsett was pushed into the 
room by her maid in a wheeled chair. "Yes, my 
dear," she said, in reply to Eleonoras exclamation 
of surprise and congratulation, "this is my dear 
daughters' achievement ; Rosamond planned and 
Anne contrived, and they both coaxed my lazy 
bones." 

** I am so very glad ! I had no notion I should 
see you out of your room." 

"Such is one's self-importance ! I thought the 
fame would have reached you at least." 

** Ah, you don't know how little I see of anyone 
I can hear from ! And now I am afraid I have 
disturbed you too early." 

'* Oh no, my dear ; it was very good and kind, and 
I am only grieved that you had so long to wait ; but 
we will make the most of each other now. You 
will stay to luncheon ? " 

" Thank you, indeed I am afraid I must not : papa 
would not like it, for no one knows where I am." 

" You have taken this long walk in the heat, and 
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are going back ! I don't like it, my dear ; you look 
fagged. London has not agreed with you." 

Mrs. Poynsett rang her Httle band -bell, and ordered 
in biscuits and wine, and would bave ordered the 
carriage but for Lenore's urgent entreaties to the 
contrary, amounting to an admission that she wished 
her visit to be unnoticed at home. This was hardly 
settled before there was a knock at the door, an- 
nouncing the baby's daily visit ; and Miss Julia was 
exhibited by her grandmamma with great satisfaction 
until another interruption came, in a call from the 
doctor, who only looked in occasionally, and had 
fallen on this unfortunate morning. 

" Most unlucky," said Mrs. Poynsett. " I am afraid 
you will doubt about Coming again, and I have not 
had one word about our Frankie." 

" He is very well. I saw him at a party the night 
before we left town. Good-bye, dear Mrs. Poynsett." 
'* You will come again ? " 

" If I can ; but the house is to be füll of visitors. 
If I don't, you will know it is because I can*t." 

" I shall be thankful for whatever you can give me. 
I wish I could save you that hot walk in the sun." 

But as Mrs. Poynsett was wheeled into her own 
room some compensation befell Eleonora, for she 
met Julius in the hall, and he offered to drive her to 
the gates of Sirenwood in what he called " our new 
plaything, the pony carriage," on his way to a 

clerical meeting. 
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" You are still here ? " she said. 

"Till Tuesday, when we go to the Rectory to 
receive the two De Lancey boys for the hoHdays." 

" How Mrs. Poynsett will miss you." 

" Anne is a very efficient companion," said Julius, 
speaking to her like one of the family ; " the pity is 
that she will be so entirely lost to us when Miles 
Claims her." 

** Then they still mean to settle in Africa } " 

" Her heart has always been there, and her father is 
in treaty for a farm for him, so I fear there is little 
hope of keeping them. I can*t think what the parish 
will do without her. By the bye, how does Joe 
Reynolds get on with his drawings ? " 

" I must show them to you. He is really very 
clever. We sent him \o the School of Art twice a 
weck, and he has got on wonderfuUy. I begin to 
believe in my academician." 

" So you don*t repent ? " 

** I think not. As far as I can judge he is a good 
boy still. I make him my escort to church, so that I 
am sure of him there. Renville ^would have taken 
him for a boy about his studio, and I think he will 
go there eventually ; but Camilla thinks he may be 
an attraction at the bazaar, and is making him draw 
for it" 

** I was in hopes that the bazaar would have blown 
over, but the Bishop has been demanding of Füller 
and his ch.urchwardens how soon they mean to put 
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the building in hand, and this seems ta be their only 
notion of raising money." 

" I am very glad of this opportunity of asking 
what you think I had better do about it Vour wife 
takes no part in it ? " 

" Certainly not ; but I doubt whetber that need be 
a precedeht for you. I am answerable for her, and 
you could hardly keep out of it without making a 
divided household." 

" I see the difference, and perhaps I have made 
myself quite unpleasant enough already." 
" As the Opposition ? " 

*'And Camilla has been very kind in giving me 

much more freedom than I expected, and pacifying 

papa. . She let me go every Friday evening to help 

Lady Susan Strangeways at her mothers' meeting." 

" Lady Susan Strangeways ! I have heard of her." 

** She has been my comforter and help all this time. 

She is all kindness and heartiness, — elbow-deep in 

everything good. She got up at five o*clock to finish 

the decorations at St. Maurice's, and to-day she is 

taking five hundred school children to Windsor forest." 

** Is she the mother of the young man at Backs- 

worth 1 " 

"Yes," Said Eleonora, in rather a different tone. 
** Perhaps she goes rather far ; and he has flown into 
the opposite extreme, though they say he is improv- 
ing, and has given up the Turf, and all that sort of 
thing." 
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** Was he at home ? I heard he was on leave." 

" He was Said to be at home, but I hardly ever saw 
him. He was always out with his own friends when 
I was there." 

" I should not suppose Lady Susan's pursuits were 
much in his line. Is not one of the daughters a Sister?" 

"Yes, at St. Faith's. She was my great friend. 
The younger ones are nice girls, but have not much 
in them. Camilla is going to have them down for the 
bazaar." 

" What, do they patronize bazaars ? " 

" Everything that is doing they patronize. I have 
known them be everywhere, from the Drawing-room 
to a Guild-meeting in a back slum, and all with equal 
appetite. That is one reason why I fear I shall not 
see much of your mother ; they are never tired, and 
I shall never get out alone. The house is to be füll 
of people, and we are to be very gay." 

She spoke with a tone that betrayed how little 
pleasure she expected, though it strove to be uncom- 
plaining; and Julius, who had learnt something of 
poor Fraukes State of jealous misery, heartily wished 
the Strangeways family further, regarding the inti- 
macy as a manoeuvre of Lady Tyrrell's, and doubting 
how far all Eleonora's evident struggles would keep her 
out of the net ; and though while talking to her he had 
not the slightest doubt of her sincerity, he had not 
long set her down at the lodge before he remembered 
that she was a Vivian. 
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Meantime Rosamand, carrying some medicament 
to old Betty Reynalds, found the whole clan in ex- 
citement at the appearance of Joe in all his buttons, 
looking quite as honest and innocent, though a good 
deal more civilised, than when he was first discovered 
among the swine, 

" Only to think," s?iid his great-grandmother, " that 
up in London all they could gie to he was a bad 
penny." 

" It is the bronze medal, my lady," said Joshua, 
with a blush ; " the second prize for crayons in our 
section." 

" Indeed," cried Rosamond. " You are a genius, 
Joe, worthy of your namesake. There are many that 
would be proud to have the g^andson you have, 
Betty." 

**Tubby sure," added an aunt-in-law, "*tis cheap 
come by. Such things to make a young lad draught. 
They ought to be ashamed of themselves, they did 
oughter. Shut it up, Josh ; don*t be showing it to the 
lady — 'tis nothing but the bare back of a sweep." 

"My Lady and Miss Vivian have seen it," said 
Joshua, blushing. " 'Tis torso, my Lady, from a cast 
from the museum." 

"A black-looking draught," repeated the grand- 
mother. "I teils Joe, if he drawed like King 
Geaarge's head up at Wilsbro* on the sign, with 
cheeks like apples, and a gould crown a-top, he'd 
arn his bread." 
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•* All in good time, Betty. He can't colour tili he 
can draw. Fm glad to see him looking so well." 

" Yes, my Lady, he do have his health torrablish, 
though he lives in a Underground sort of a place ; and 
they fine servants puts upon he shameful." 

" Granny ! " muttered Joshua, in expostulation. 

" He's a brave boy, and does not mind roughing it, 
so he can get on," said Rosamond. 

" And the ladies are very good to me," said the boy. 

"Show Lady Rosamond the draught you did of 
Miss Vivian, like a hangel," suggested the aunt. 

The rising artist coloured, saying, " Please, my 
Lady, don't name it to no one. I would not have 
shown it, but Httle Bess, she puUed down all my 
things on the floor when I was not looking. It is from 
memory, my Lady, as she looks when she*s doing 
anything for Sir Harry." 

It was a very lovely sketch — imperfect, but füll of 
genius, and wonderfuUy catching the tender, wistful 
look which was often on Eleonora*s face as she waited 
on her father. Rosamond longed that Frank should 
see it ; but the page was very shy about it, and his 
grandmother contrasted it with the Performances of 
the painter " who had draughted all the farmers' wives 
in gould frames for five pound a head ; but satin 
gownds and gould chains was extry." 

But Joe had brought her a pound of tea, and an 
**image" for her mantelpiece, which quite satisfied 
her, though the image, being a Parian angel of 
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Thorwaldsen's, better suited bis taste tban its sur- 
roundings. 

The wbole scene served Rosamond for a narrative 
in ber most lively style for Mrs. Poynsett's amuse- 
ment tbat evening. Tbere was the further excitement 
of a letter from Miles, and the assurance that he 
would be at bome in November. Anne bad become 
far less chary of Communications from bis letters tban 
she bad at first been, but of tbis one she kept back so 
large a portion in public, that the instant Mrs. Poyn- 
sett bad bidden them good-night and been wheeled 
away, Rosamond put a band on each Shoulder, and 
looking into ber face, said, " Now, Anne, let us bear 1 
Miles bas found Archie Douglas. It is no- use 
pretending. Fie, Mrs. Anne, wby can*t you teil 
me ? " 

" I was not to teil anyone but Julius." 

'* Well, I'm Julius. Besides, wasn't I at the very 
bottom of the tracing bim out } Haven*t I the best 
right to know whetber it is bad or good ? " 

"Not bad, I am sure," said Julius, quickly and 
anxiously. 

" Oh no, not bad," answered Anne. " He bas seen 
him — bad bim on board for a night." 

« Where ? " 

'* Off Durban. But this wbole sheet about it is 
marked 'Private — only for Julius,' so I could say 
nothing about it before your mother. I have bardly 
glanced at it myself as yet, but I tbink he says Mr. 
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Douglas made him promise not to teil her, or Joanna 
Bowater." 

** Not teil Jenny ! " cried Rosamond. " And you 
Said it was not bad. He must have gone and 
married ! " 

" I do not think that is it," said Anne ; " but you 
shall hear. Miles says : — ' I have at last seen our 
poor Cousin Archie. I told you I was following up 
your brother Sandie's hint about the agents for the 
hunters ; and at last I feil in with a merchant, who, 
on my inquiry, showed me an invoice that I could 
have sworn to as in Archie*s hand, and described his 
white hair. It seems he has been acting as manager 
on an ostrich farm for the last three years, tar up the 
country. So I lost no time in sending up a note to 
him, telling him, if he had not forgotten old times, to 
come down and see me while I was lying off Durban 
Bay. I heard no more for ten days, and had got in 
the Stores and was to sail the next day, thinking he 
had given us all up, when a boat hailed us just come 
over the bar. I saw Archie's white head, and in ten 
minutes I had him on deck. " For heaven*s sake — am 
I cleared, Miles ? " was the first thing he said ; and 
when I could not say that he was, it went to my 
heart to see how the eager look sank away, and he 
was like a worn-down man of fifty. Poor fellow, I 
found he had ridden two hundred miles, with the hope 
that I had brought him news that his innocence 
was proved, and the revulsion was almost more than 



AWFULLY JOLLY. II 



he could bear. You see, he had no notion that we 
thought hini dead, and so he took the entire absence 
of any effort to trace him as acquiescence in his 
guilt ; and when he found out how it was, he laid me 
under the strongest injunctions to disclose to no one 
that he is living — not that he fears any results, but 
that he says it would only disturb everyone and make 
them wretched ' " 

" He must have gone and married. The wretch ! " 
broke in Rosamond. 

" No, oh no ! " cried Anne. " Only hear the rest. 
' I told him that I could not see that at all, and that 
there was a very warm and tender remembrance of 
him among us all, and he nearly broke down, and 
said, " For heaven's sake then, Miles, let them rest in 
that ! There's more peace for them so." I suppose I 
looked — I am sure I did not speak — as though I were 
a little staggered as to whether he were ashamed to 
be known ; for he drew' himself up in the old way I 
should have known anywhere, and told me there was 
no reason I should fear to shake hands with him ; 
however his name might be blasted at home, he had 
done nothing to make himself unworthy of his mother 
and Jenny — and there was a sob again. So I let him 
know that up to my last letters from home Jenny was 
unmarried. I even remembered those descriptive 
words of yours, Nannie, " living in patient peaceful- 
ness and cheerfulness on his memory." 

" * I was called on deck just then, so I gave him 
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my home photograph-book, and left him with it I 
found him crying like a child over it when I came 
back ; I was obliged to strip it of all my best for him, 
for I could not move him. We went through the 
whole of the old story, to see if there were any hope ; 
and when he found that Tom Vivian was dead, and 
George Proudfoot too, without a word about him, he 
seemed to think it hopeless. He believes that Proud- 
foot at least, if not Moy, was deeply in debt to 
Vivian, though not to that extent, and that Vivian 
probably incited them to " borrow " from my mother's 
letter. He was very likely to undertake to get the 
draft cashed for them, and not to account for the 
difference. It may have helped to hasten his cata- 
strophe, May I never should have suspected ; Archie 
says he should once have done so as little ; but he 
was a plausible fellow, and would do things on the 
sly, while all along appearing to old Proudfoot as a 
mentor to George. Archie seemed to feel his pro- 
sperity the bitterest pill of all — reigning like one of the 
squirearchy at Proudfoot Lawn — a magistrate forsooth, 
with his daughter figuring as an heiress. One thing 
worth note — Archie says, that when it was too late, he 
remembered that the under-clerk, Gadley, might not 
have gone home, and might have heard him explain 
that the letter had turned up.' " 

" Gadley ? Why that's the landlord of the ' Three 
Pigeons ! ' " exclaimed Rosamond. " It is Mr. Moy*s 
house, and he Supports him through thick and thin." 
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" Yes," Said Julius, " the magistrates have been on 
the point of taking away his licence, but Moy always 
Stands up for him. There is something suspicious in 
that." 

" I heard Miss Moy, with my own ears, teil Mrs. 
Duncombe that he was the apple of her father's eye," 
cried Rosamond. 

" He*s bribed ! he's bribed ! Oh, I see it all. Well, 
go on, Anne. If Archie isn*t at home before he is a 
year older " 

Anne went on. " * He allowed that he would have 
done more wisely in facing it out and standing his 
trial ; but he said, poor fellow, that he feit as if the 
earth had given way under him. There was not a 
soul near who believed him ; they brought up his 
father*s history against him, and moreover he had 
been at the races, and had been betting, though in 
fact he had won, and not lost, and the 20/. he had 
become possessed of was his capital, besides the little 
he could draw out of the bank. 

'* * If he could only have seen Jenny in London she 
would have turned him back. Indeed, that first stage 
was to consult her, but he fancied he saw the face of 
the Wilsbro' Superintendent in a cab, and the instinct 
of avoiding arrest carried him to Southampton, where 
he got a steerage berth in a sailing vessel, and came 
out to the Cape. He has lived hard enough, but his 
Scots blood has stood him in good stead, and he has 
made something as an ivory-hunter, and now has a 
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partnership in an ostrich farm in the Amatongula 
country. Still he held to it that it was better he 
should continue dead to all here,since Mr. Bowater 
would never forgive him ; and the knowledge of hi^ 
existence would only hinder Jenny's happiness. You 
should have seen the struggle with which he said that ! 
He left me no choice, indeed ; forbade a word to any- 
one, until I suggested that I had a wife, and that my 
said wife and Julius had put me on the scent He 
was immensely Struck to find that my sweet Nan 
came from Glen Fräser. He said the evenings he 
spent there had done more to renew his homesickness, 
and made him half mad after the sight or sound of 
US, than anything eise had done, and I got him to 
promise to come and see us when we are settled in 
the bush. What should you say to joining him in 
ostrich-hatching ? or would it be ministering too much 
to the vanities of the world ? However, TU do some- 
thing to get him cleared, if it comes to an appeal to 
old Moy himself, when I come home. Meantime 
remember, you are not at liberty to speak a word of 
this to anyone but Julius, and, I suppose, his wife. I 

hope * There, Rose, I beg your pardon." 

" What does he hope ? " asked Rosamond. 

" He only hopes she is a cautious woman." 

" As cautious as his Nan, eh ? Ah, Anne ! youVe 

a canny Scot, and maybe think holding your 

tongue as fine a thing as this Archie does; but I 

can't bear it. I think it is shocking, just wearing 
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out the heart of the best and sweetest girl in the 
World." 

"At any rate," said Julius, "we must be silent 
We have no right to speak, however we may feel." 

" You don*t expect it will stay a secret, or that he'll 
go and pluck ostriches like geese, with Miles and 
Anne, and nobody know it ? 'Twould be taking 
example by their ostriches, indeed ! " 

** I think so," said Julius, laughing ; '* but as it Stands 
now, silence is our duty by both Miles, and Archie, 
and Anne herseif. We must not make her repent 
having told us." 

*' It*s lucky Tm not likely to fall in with Jenny just 
yet," said Rosamond. " Don't leave me alone with 
her, either of you ; if you do, it is at your peril. It is 
all very well to talk of honour and secrets, but to see 
the look in her eyes, and know he is alive, seems to 
me rank cruelty and heartlessness. It is all to let 
Miles have the pleasure of telling when he comes 
home." 

'* Miles is not a woman, nor an Irishwoman," said 
Julius. 

"But he*s a sailor, and he's got a feeling heart," 
said Rosamond ; " and if he Stands one look of 
Jenny, why, I'll disown him for the brother-in-law I 
take him för. By the bye, is not Raymond to 
know ? " 

" No," said Anne ; " here is a postscript forbidding 
my telling him or Mrs. Poynsett." 
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" Indeed ! And I suppose Herbert knows nothing ? " 
** Nothing. He was a .boy at school at the time. 
Say nothing to him, Rose." 

" Oh, no ; besides, his brain is all run to crickeL** 
It was but too true. When the sun shone bright in 
April, and the wickets were set up, Herbert had 
demonstrated that his influence was a necessity on 
the village green ; and it was true that his goodly and 
animated presence was as useful morally to the eleven 
a3 it was conducive to their triumphs ; so his Rector 
suppressed a few sighs at the frequency of the prac- 
tices and the endless matches. Compton had played 
Wilsbro' and Strawyers, Duddingstone and Wood- 
bury ; the choir had played the school, the single the 
married ; and when hay and harvest absorbed the 
rustic eleven, challenges began among their betters. 
The officers played the county — Oxonians, Cantabs, 
Etonians, Harrovians — and wherever a match was 
proclaimed, that prime bowler, the Reverend Herbert 
Bowater, was claimed as the indispensable champion 
of his cause and country. 

If his sister had any power to moderate his zeal, 
she had had little chance of exercising it ; for Mrs. 
Bowater had had a rheumatic fever in March, and con- 
tinued so much of an invalid all the summer that 
Jenny seldom went far from home, only saw her 
brother on his weekly Visits to the sick-room, and was, 
as Rosamond said, unlikely to become a temptation 
to the warm heart and eager tongue. 



AWFULLY JOLLY. 17 



The week-day congregation were surprised one 
August morning at eight o'clock by the entrance of 
three ladies in the most r^cent style of fashionable 
simplicity, and making the most demonstrative tokens 
of reverence. As the Rector came out he was seized 
upon at once by the eider lady. 

"Mr. Charnock! I must introduce myself; I knew 
your dear mother so well when we were both girls. 1 
am so delighted to find such a church — quite an oasis ; 
and I want to ascertain the best hour for calling on 
her. Quite an invalid — I was so shocked to hear it. 
Will the aftemoon suit her ? I am only here for three 
days to deposit these two girls, while I take the other 
on a round of visits. Three daughters are too great 
an affliction for one's friends, and Bee and Conny are 
so delighted to be near their brother and with dear 
Lena Vivian, that I am very glad above all, since I 
find there are real church Privileges — so different from 
the Vicar of Wilsbro'. Poor man ; he is a great 
trial." 

All this was said between the church and the lych- 
gate, and almost took Julius*s breath away ; but Mrs. 
Poynsett was prepared to welcome her old friend 
with some warmth and more curiosity. 

Lady Susan Strangeways was a high-bred woman, 
but even high breeding could not prevent her from 
being overwhelming, especially as there was a great 
deal more of her than there had been at the last meeting 
of the friends, so that shewas suggestive of Hawthorne's 
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inquiry, whether a man is bound to so many more 
pounds of flesh than he originally wedded. However, 
it was prime condition, and activity was not impeded, 
but rather received impetus. She had already, since 
her matutinal walk of more than a mile and back, 
overhauled the stores for the bazaar, inspected the 
town-hall, given her advice, walked through the ruins 
for the church, expressed herseif strongly on the 
horrors of the plan, and begun to organize Shilling 
Cards, all before Sir Harry had emerged from his room. 

She was most warm-hearted and good-natured, and 
tears glistened in her honest grey eyes as she saw her 
old friend*s helpless State. "You don't know how 
much I have improved," said Mrs. Poynsett ; " I feel 
quite at liberty in this chair, all owing to my good 
daughters-in-law." 

** Ah ! I have so pitied you for having no girls ! 
My dear daughters have been so entirely one with 
me — such a blessing in all I have gone through." 

Mrs. Poynsett of course declared her complete com- 
fort in her five sons, but Lady Susan was sure that if 
she had had as many boys, instead of one son and four 
daughters, she should have been worn out. Lorimer 
was a dear, affectionate fellow. Those he loved 
could guide him with a leash of gossamer, but young 
men in his position were exposed to so many 
temptations! There ensued a little sighing over 
the evils of wealth ; and to see and hear the two 
ladies no one would have thought that Julia Poyn- 
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sett had married a young man for love — Susan 
Lorimer an old man for an independence. 

Possibly with her present principles she would not 
have done so ; but through the vista of a long and 
prosperous widowhood deficiencies in the courtship 
were easily forgotten ; and perhaps there was the 
more romance and sentiment now because she had 
been balked of it in her youth. She had freely 
allowed her eldest daughter to enter a sisterhood 
from the purest, most unselfish motives, but there 
was compensation in talking of her Margaret as a 
Sister of Mercy. 

And ere long she was anxiously inquiring Mrs. 
Poynsett's opinion of Eleonora Vivian, and niaking 
confidences somewhat trying to the mother of the 
young lady*s ardent lover. 

She was quite aware that as to fortune there could 
hardly be a worse match than Miss Vivian ; but she 
was sensible enough to see that her son had a suffi- 
ciency, and generous enough to like the idea of 
redeeming the old estate. Her husband had spent 
his latter years in a vain search for a faultless pro- 
perty, and his wealth was waiting for Lorimer's 
settling down. She had always regretted the having 
no vassals rightfuUy her own, and had feit the dis- 
advantages of being Lady Bountiful only by tenant 
right. To save an old estate from entirely passing 
out of a family, and relieve ''a noble old wreck," 
like Sir Harry, seemed to her so grand a prospect 
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that she could not but cast a little glamour over 
the manner of the shipwreck. Still, to do her justice, 
her primary consideration was the blessing such a 
woman as Lenore might be to her son. 

She had not fathomed Lady Tyrrell. No woman 
could do so without knowing her antecedents, but she 
understood enough to perceive that Eleonora was not 
happy with her, and this she attributed to the girl's 
deep nature and religious aspirations. Rockpier was 
an ecclesiastical paradise to Lady Susan, and a close 
bond with Lenore, to whom in London she had given 
all the facilities that lay in her power for persevering 
in the observances that were alien to the gay house- 
hold at home. She valued this constancy exceed- 
ingly, and enthusiastically dilated on the young lady's 
goodness, and indifference to the Sensation she had 
created. " Lorimer allows he never saw her equal for 
grace and dignity." 

Allows ! Fancy Frank allowing any perfection in 
his Lenore ! Was it not possible that a little pass- 
ing encomiurn on unusual beauty was being pro- 
moted and magnified by the mother into a serious 
attachment ? But Lady Tyrrell was playing into her 
hands, and Lenore's ecclesiastical proclivities were 
throwing her into the arms of the family ! 

It hardly seemed fair to feign sympathy, yet any 
adverse hint would be treason, and Mrs. Poynsett 
only asked innocently whether her friend had seen 
her son Frank. 
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" Oh yes, often ; the handsomest of all your sons, 
is he not ? " 

"Perhaps he is now'^ 

"My girls rave about his beautiful brown eyes, 
just as you used to do, Julia, five-and-thirty years 
ago. 

Mrs. Poynsett was sure that whatever she had 
thought of Miles Charnock*s eyes five-and-thirty 
years ago, she had never raved about them to 
Susan Lorimer, but she only said, "All my boys 
are like their father except Charlie." 

**But Master Frank has no eyes for anyone but 
Miss Vivian. Oh yes, I see the little jealousies; 
I am sorry for him ; but you see it would be a 
shocking bad thing for a younger son like him ; 
•whereas Lory could afford it, and it would be the 
making of him." 

Mrs. Poynsett held her peace, and was not sorry 
that her visitor was called away while she was 
still deliberating whether to give a hint of the State 
of the case. 

Lady Susan was, however, more aware of it than 
she knew ; Lady Tyrrell had * ' candidly " given her 
a hint that there had been "some nonsense about 
Frank Charnock," but that he could never afford 
such a marriage, even if his mother would allow it, 
which she never would. Besides, he had not fallen 
into a satisfactory set in London — why, it was not 
needf ul to teil. 
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When, after the drive, Lady Tyrrell, fairly tired 
out by her visitor's unfailing conversation and 
superabundant energy, had gone to He down and 
recruit for the evening, Lady Susan pressed on 
Eleonora a warm invitation to the house in York- 
shire which she was renting, and where Lorimer 
would get as much shooting as his colonel would 
permit. The mention of him made Lenore blush to- 
the ears, and say, "Dear Lady Susan, you are 
always so kind to me that I ought to be open with 
you. Don t fancy " 

" I understand, I understand, my dear," broke in 
Lady Susan. "You shall not be teased. Do not 
the girls and I care for you for your own sake ? " 

'' I hope so." 

The eider lady sprang up and embraced her. 
Affection was very pleasant to the reserved nature 
that could do so little to evoke caresses. Yet 
Eleonora clasped her Rockpier charm in her hand, 
and added, "I must teil you that so far as I can, 
without disobedience, I hold myself engaged to 
Frank Charnock." 

** To Frank Charnock } " repeated Lady Susan, 
Startled at this positive Statement. " My dear, are 
you quite sure of his ways 1 — since he has been in 
town I mean." 

" I know him, and I trust him." 

** Tm sure he is a fine-lookirig young man, and 
very clever, they say; dear Julia Poynsett's son too. 
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and they have all turned out so well," said honest 
Lady Susan ; " but though you have been used to 
it all your life, my dear, a taste for horses is very 
dangerous in a young man who can't afford to lose 
now and then, you know." 

" I have seriously made up my mind never to 
marry a man who has anything to do with the 
turf," said Eleonora. 

" Ah, my poor dear, I can understand that," said 
Lady Susan, aware how ill this told for her Lory. 
** May I ask, does he know it ? " 

" It would insult him to say it. None of the 
Charnocks ever meddle with those things. Ah! I 
know your son saw him on the Derby-day ; but he 
went down with his eldest brother and his wife — 
and that is a very different thing ! I stayed at home 
you remember — papa had a fit of the gout." 

'*My dear, I don't want to accuse him. Don*t 
bristle up ; only I am sorry, both for my own little 
plan of having you for my very own,^nd because I 
fear there is trouble in störe for you. It can*t be 
palatable." Here Eleonora shook her head, and her 
worn, wearied look went to the good-natured heart. 

'* Dear child, you have gone through a great deal. 
You shan't be worried or fretted about anybody or 
anything at Revelrig." 

" I should be very glad," said Lenore, who had no 
fears of Lory personally, though she could not be 
invited on false pretences. 
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" You had better come when Bee and Conny meet 
me. Let me see — will the retreat be over by that 
time ? Are you going to it ? You are an associate 
of St Faith." 

" Yes, but I don*t see how I could go to the retreat. 
Oh, what a relief it would be to have such a week ! " 

"Exactly what I feel," said Lady Susan, some- 
what to her surprise. " It strengthens and sets me 
right for the year. Dr. Easterby conducts this one. 
Do you not know him ? Is not Rood House near 
Backsworth ? " 

"Yes, on the other side, but he is utterly out of 
niy reach. Julius Charnock looks up to him so 
much ; but his name — even more than St. Faith's — 
would horrify my father." 

"You could not go direct there," said Lady 
Susan ; " but when once you are with me you are 
my Charge, and I could take you." 

She considered a little. Both she and her friend 
knew that all her religious habits were allen to Sir 
Harry, and that what he had freely permitted, some- 
times shared at Rockpier, was now only winked at, 
and that if he had guessed the füll extent of her 
observances he would have stormily issued a pro- 
hibition. 

Could it be wrong to spend part of her visit to 
Lady Sijsan with her hostess in a sisterhood, when 
she had no doubt as to attending Services which he 
absolutely never dreamt of, and therefore did not 
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forbid? The sacred atmosphere and holy medi- 
tations, without external strife and constant watch- 
fulness, seemed to the poor girl like water to the 
thirsty; and she thought, after all the harass and 
whirl of the bazaar and race week, she might thus 
recruit her much-needed strength for the decisive 
conflicts her majority would bring. 

Lady Susan had no doubts. The "grand old 
wreck" was in his present aspect a hoary old 
persecutor, and charming Lady Tyrrell a worldly, 
scheming eider sister. It was as much an act of 
charity to give their victim an opportunity of 
devotion and support as if she had been the child 
of abandoned parents in a back court in East 
London. Reserve to prevent a prohibition was not 
in such cases treachery or disobedience ; and she 
feit herseif doing a mother-s part, as she told her 
daughters, with some enjoyment of the mystery. 
Eleonora made no promise, hoping to clear her mind 
by consideration, or to get Julius's opinion. He 
and his wife dined at Sirenwood, and found Joe 
Reynolds's drawings laid out for inspection, while 
Lady Susan was advising that, instead of selling 
them, there should be an industrial exhibition of all 
curiosities of art and nature to be collected in the 
neighbourhood, and promising her own set of foreign 
photographs and coloured costumes, which had served 
such purposes many and many a time. 

After dinner the good dame tried to talk to 
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Rosamond on what she deemed the most congenial 
subjects ; but my Lady Rose had no notion of 
" shop " at a dinner-party, so she made languid 
answer that she "left all that to the curates," and 
escaped to a frivolous young matron on the other 
side of the room, looking on while her husband was 
penned in and examined on his Services, and bis 
choir, and his System, and his decorations, and his 
classes, and his schools, for all or any of which 
.Lady Susan pressed on him the aid of the two 
daughters she was leaving at Sirenwood ; and on 
his hint that this was beyond his parish, she repeated 
her strong disapproval of the vicar of Wilsbro*, whom 
she had met at dinner the night before, and besides 
the school there had numerous Sunday teachers. 

Julius assented, for he had no redundance of the 
article, and his senior curate had just started on a 
vacation ramble with a brother ; but a sort of mis- 
giving crossed him as he heard Herbert Bowater's 
last Comic song pealing out, and beheld the pleas- 
ingly piain face of a Miss Strangeways on either 
side of him. 

Had he not fought the Eton and Harrow match 
, over again with one of them at dinner ? and had 
not a lawn tennis challenge already passed ? 

For Lady Tyrrell and Mrs. Charnock Poynsett were 
to have garden-parties on alternate Wednesdays, and 
the whole neighbourhood soon followed suit. 

" You*ll find nobody at home, Jenny," said Julius, . 
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Coming out of a cottage opposite, as she rode up to 
Mrs. Hornblower's, on one of the last days of August 
' Nobody — ^that is, but my mother. Can you come 
up and see her ? " 

"With all my heart; but I must get down here; 
Tm sent for one of Herbert's shirts. The good boy 
lets mamma and aunty manage them still ! I believe 
their hearts would break outright if he took to shop 
ones, like the rest of them. Hush Tartar, for shame ! 
don't you know me ? Where's your master ? " 

" At a garden-party at Duddingstone. Your mother 
is better, I see." 

"Yes, thank you — out driving with papa. Good 
Rollo !" as the dignified animal rose from the hearth- 
rüg to greet her, waving his handsome tail, and calmly 
expelled a large tabby cat from the easy-chair, to 
make room for his friends. " Well done, old Roll f 
Fancy a cat in such Company." 

" Herbert's dogs partake his good nature." 

" Mungo seems to be absent too." 

" Gone with him no doubt. He is the great 
favourite with one of the Miss Strangeways." 

" Which— Herbert or Mungo .? " 

" Both ! I might say, I know the young ladies best 
by one being rapturous about Tartar and the other 
about Mungo. Rollo treats both with equally sublime 
and indifferent politeness, rather as Raymond does." 

" What sort of girls are they ? Herbert calls them 
' awfully jolly V' 
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" Fm sorry to say I never can think of any other 

epithet for them. For once it is really descriptive." 
** Is it either of them in particular ? " 
" Confess, Joan, that's what brought you over." 
** Perhaps so. Edith heard some nonsense at 

Backsworth, and mamma could not rest tili she had 

sent me over to see about. it ; but would there be any 

great härm in it if it were true ? Is not Lady Susan 

a super-excellent woman ? " 

"YouVe hit it again, Jenny. Couple the two 

descriptions." 

" I gather that you don*t think the danger 

great." 

" Not at present The fascination is dual, and is 

at least a counteraction to the great enchantress." 
*' That is well ! It was not wholesome ! " 
" Whereas, these two are hearty, honest, well- 

principled girls, quite genuine." 

"Yet, you don't say it with all your heart" 

" I own I should like to find something they had 

left undone." 

"What, to reduce them to human nature's daily 

food.?" 

*' Daily, indeed ! There's just no escaping them. 

There they are at matins and evensong." 

" How shocking ! What, gossip afterwards ? " 
"Ask Rollo whether Mungo and Tartar don't 

stand at the lychgate, and if he finds it easy to put 

an end to the game at play." 
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'* Oh ! and he said they never missed a Sunday 
Service, or the school. Do they distract him ? " 

"Whom would it not distract to see two figures 
Walking in with hunches on their backs like cameis, 
and high-heeled shoes, and hats on the back of their 
heads,and chains and things clattering all over them?" 

" Aren't they lady-like ? " 

" Oh ! they are quite that. Rose says it is all the 
pink of fashion — only Coming it strong — I declare 
they are infectious ! " 

** I believe so. I never heard so many nibbles at 
slang from any of you five, as from the Rector of 
Compton in the last five minutes. I gather that he 
is slightly bothered." 

" There's so much of it. We are forced to have 
them to all the meals on Sunday, and their lectures 
on functions have nearly scared poor Anne to the 
Pilgrim level again. They have set upon me to get 
up a choir-concert and a harvest-feast ; but happily 
no one has time for the first at this season, and as to 
the other, I doubted whether to make this first Start 
after such a rainy summer, and they decide me against 
it. To have them decorating the church ! " 

"Awfully jolly," suggested Jenny. 

" Even so. They are, if you understand me, tech- 
nically reverent ; they have startled the whole place 
with their curtsies and crossings in church ; but they 
gabble up to the very porch ; and the familiarity with 
which they discuss High Mass, as they are pleased to 
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call it ! I was obliged to silence them, and I must 
say they took it nicely." 

" How do they suit Lena ? " 

** She likes them. Lady Susan was a great help to 
her in London, and she feels the comfort of their 
honesty. They brought her to church with them one 
or two mornings, but it knocked her up to walk so 
early. Insensibly, I think, they do Lady Tyrrell's 
work in shutting her up from any of us." 

" Spite of croquet, which seems perpetual." 

" Chronic and sporadic parties make it so. There 
are few days without that or something eise. Cricket 
or the band at the barracks." 

" People say the neighbourhood has never been 
so gay since Camilla Vivian's marriage. I sometimes 
wonder whether anything can be going to happen," 
Said Jenny with a sigh, not guessing at what Julius 
was thinking of ; then changing her tone : " Surely 
Herbert does not go to it all, and leave you alone ? 
O Julius ! you should not let him." 

" Never mind, Jenny, there's no more work now in 
the holidays than I am sufficient for ; and for him, it is 
quite as guileless play as ever he had twenty years ago. 
It will soon be over, or I should take it more seriously.** 

" But it is at such a time ! " 

*'Yes, that is the worst of it. I have thought it 
over ; but while he is in this mood, the making him 
feel victimised and interfered with has a worse 
effect than the letting him have his swing." 
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"What is he doing now, I wonder. Here's his 
sermon-paper on the table, and a Greek Testament, 
and * Hints on Decorating Churches,* with * Con- 
stance Strangeways,* on the first leaf — no other 
book. How long will this saturnalia last ? " 

" Up to the Ordination, I fear, You know the 
good people have contrived to put bazaar, races, and 
ball, all into the Ember Week, and they are the 
great object of the young ladies' visit. Could you 
have him home for a quiet week first ? '* 

'* It would not be a quiet week ; Edith is in the 
way of most of these affairs ; besides, to open fire 
about these young ladies might just be putting 
nonsense into an innocent head. Now, IVe not seen 
your Rectory ! " 

The Said Rectory was in a decided State of fresh 
not to say raw, novelty outside, though the old 
trees and garden a little softened its hard greys and 
strong reds ; but it promised to look well when 
crumbling and weather-stain had done their work. 
At the door they met the pretty young nurse, with 
a delicate sea-green embroidered cashmere-bundle in 
her arms. 

" Little Lady Green Mantle," exclaimed Jenny. 

" Erin-go-bragh," said Julius. " Rose clung to her 
colours in spite of all predictions about *the good 
people.* Asleep of course," as Jenny took her and 
uncovered her face. "She won't exhibit her eyes, 
but they are quite proper coloured." 
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" Yes, I See she is like Raymond ! " 

" Do you ? They all say she is a perfect Chamock, 
though how they know I can't guess. There," after a 
little more baby-worship, " you may take her, Emma." 

" Is that the under-nurse ? " asked Jenny, rather 
surprised by her juvenility. 

"The sole one. My mother and Susan are rather 
concerned, but Rose asserts that experience in that 
department is always associated with gin; and she 
feil in love with this girl — a daughter of John 
Gadley's, who is much more respectable than he of 
the * Three Pigeons.* I suppose it is not in the nature 
of things for two women to have the same view of 
nursery matters, unless one have brought up the other." 

" Or even if she have. Witness mamma's sighs 
over Mary's nurses." 

'* I thought it was the common lot. YouVe not 
Seen the dining-room." And the füll honours were 
done. They were pleasant rooms, still unpapered, 
and the furniture, chiefly of amber-coloured varnished 
deal ; the drawing-room, chiefly with green furniture, 
with only a few brighter dashes here and there, and 
a sociable amount of comfortable litter already. 
The study was füll of new shelves and old books, 
and across the window-sill lay a grey figure, with a 
book and a sheet of paper. 

" You here, Terry ! I thought you were gone with 
Rose," Said Julius, as the boy rose to greet Miss 
Bowater. 
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" She Said I need not, and I hate those garden- 
parties," said Terry ; and they relieved him of their 
presence as soon as Jenny had paid her respects to 
the favourite prints and photographs on the walls. 

" He has a passion for the history of Poland just 
now," Said Julius. " Sobieski is better Company than 
he would meet at Duddingstone, I suspect — ^poor 
fellow ! Lord Rathforlane has been so much excited 
by hearing of Driver's successes as a coach, as to desire 
Terry to read with him for the Royal Engineers. 
The boys must get off his hands as soon as possible, 
he says, and Terry, being cleverest, must do so 
soonest ; but the boy has seen the dullest side of 
soldiering, and hates it His whole soul is set on 
scholarship. I am afraid it is a great mistake." 

" Can*t you persuade him ? " 

"We have both written; but Rose has no great 
hopes of the r&ult. I wish he could follow his bent." 

•' Yes," said Jenny, ling^ng as she looked towards 
Church-house, " the young instinct ought not to be 
repressed.** 

Julius knew that she was recoUecting how Archie 
Douglas had entreated to go to sea, and the desire 
had been quashed because he was an only son. His 
inclination to speak was as perilous as if he had been 
Rosamond herseif, and he did not feel it unfortunate 
that Jenny found she must no longer stay away from 
home. 

VOL. II. D 



CHAPTER IL 

TIMES OUT OF JOINT. 

" Alte der Meere 
Komm und höre 
Meine Frau, die Ilsebill 
Will nicht als ich wUl ! " 

Life at Compton Poynsett was different from what 
it had been when the two youngest sons had been at 
home, and Julius and Rosamond in the house. The 
family circle had grown much more stiff and quiet, 
and the chief difference caused by Mrs. Poynsett*s 
presence was that Raymond was deprived of his refuge 
in her room. Cecil had taken a line of polite con- 
tempf. There was always a certain languid amount 
of indifferent conversation, " from the teeth outward/' 
as Rosamond said. Every home engagement was 
submitted to the eider lady with elaborate scrupulous- 
ness, almost like irony. Visitors in the house, or 
invitations out of it, were welcome breaks, and the 
whirl of Society which vaguely alarmed Joanna 
Bowater was a relief to the inhabitants of the hall. 
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Anne's companionship was not lively for her mother- 
in-law, but she was brightening in the near prospect 
of Miles's return, and they had established habits that 
carried them well through the evening. Anne covered 
screens and made scrap-books, and did other work for 
the bazaar ; and Mrs. Poynsett cut out pictures, madc 
suggestions, and had associations of her ovvn with the 
combinations of which Anne had little notion. Or 
she dictated letters which Anne wrote, and through 
all these was a kindly, peaceful spirit, most unlike the 
dreary alienation in which Cecil persevered. 

To Cecil this seemed the anxious desire for her 
lawful rights. She had been used to spend the greater 
part of the evening at the piano, but her awakened 
eyes perceived that this was a cover to Raymond's 
conversations at his mother*s sofa ; so she sat tying 
knots in stiff thread at her macrame lace pilloif, 
making the bazaar a plea for nothing but work. 
Raymond used to arm himself with the newspapers 
as the safest point (Tappiiiy and the talk was happiest 
when it only languished, for it could do much 
worse. 

** Shall you be at Sirenwood to-morrow, Cecil } '* 
asked Mrs. Poynsett, as she was wheeled to her Station 
by the fire after dinner. "Will you kindly take 
Charge of a little parcel for me } One of the Miss 
Strangeways asked me to look for some old franks, 
so Anne and I have been turning out my drawers." 

"Are they for sale } " asked Raymond, 
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" Yes," Said Cecil. " Bee Strangeways is coUecting ; 
she will pay for all that are new to her, and seil any 
duplicates." 

*' Has she many ? " asked Mrs. Poynsett, glad of 
this safe subject. 

" Quantities ; and very valuable ones. Her gjrand- 
father knew everybody, and was in the Ministry." 

" Was he ? " said Raymond, surpriseA 

" Lord Lorimer ? " said Mrs. Poynsett ' *' Not when 
I knew them. He was an old-fashioned Whig, with 
some peculiar crotchets, and never could work with 
any Cabinet" 

" Beatrice told me he was," said Cecil, stiffly. 

" I rather think he was Master of the Buckhounds 
for a little while in the Grey Ministry," said Mrs. 
Poynsett, " but he gave it up because he would not 
vote with ministers on the poor laws." 

" I knew I was not mistaken in saying he was in 
the Ministry," said Cecil. 

''The Master of the Buckhounds is not in the 
Cabinet, Cecil," said her husband. 

"I never said he was. I said he was in office," 
returned the infallible lady. 

Mrs. Poynsett thought it well to intemipt by hand- 
ing in an envelope franked by Sir Robert Peel ; but 
Cecil at once declared that the writing was different 
from that which Bee already owned. 

"Perhaps it is not the same Sir Robert/' said 
Mrs. Poynsett. 



TIMES OUT OF JOINT. 3/ 



"She got it from the Queen, and they are all 
authenticated. The Queen newspaper, of course" 
(rather petulantly). 

" Indisputable," said Raymond ; " but this frank 
contained a letter from the second Sir Robert to 
my father." 

Mrs. Poynsett made a sign of acquiescence, and 
Cecil pouted in her dignified way, though Mrs. Poyn- 
sett tried to improve matters by saying, "Then it 
appears that Miss Strangeway3 will have a series of 
Peel autographs, all in fact but the first generation." 

Common sense showed she was right, but Cecil still 
feit discontented, for she knew she had been resisted 
and confuted, and she believed it was all Mrs. Poyn- 
sett's doing instead of Raymond's. 

And she became as mute as Anne for the next half- 
hour, nor did either Raymond or his mother venture 
on starting any fresh topic, lest there might be fresh 
jarring. 

Only Anne presently came up to Mrs. Poynsett 
and tenderly purred with her over some little pre- 
paration for Miles. 

Certainly Anne was the most improved in looks of 
all the three brides, who had arrived just a year ago. 
The thin, scraggy Scotch girl, with the flabby, washed- 
out look alternating with angulär rigidity was gone, 
but the softening and opening of her expression, the 
light that had come into her eyes, and had made 
them a lovely blue instead of pale grey; the rose- 
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tint on her cheeks, the delicate rounded contour of 
her face, the improved carriage of her really fine 
figure, the traces of style in the braiding of her 
profuse flaxen hair, and the taste that was beginning 
to conquer in the dress, were all due to the thought 
that the Salamanca might soon be in harbour. 
She sat among them still as a creature whose heart 
and spirit were not with them. 

That some change must come was feit as inevitable 
by each woman, and it was Mrs. Poynsett who began, 
one forenoon when her son had brought a lease for 
her to sign. "Raymond," said she, "you know 
Church-house is to be vacant at Michaelmas. I wish 
you would look at it, and see what repairs it wants, 
and if the drawing-room Windows could be made to 
open on the lawn." 

"Are you hoping to tenipt Miles to settle there.^ " 

" No, I fear there is no hope of that ; bat I do not 
think an old broken-backed invalid ought to engross 
this great house." 

" Mother, I cannot hear you say so ! This is your 
own house ! " 

" So is the other," she said, trying to smile, " and 
much fitter for my needs, with Susan and Jenkins to 
look after me." 

** There is no fit place for you but this. You said 
that once.'' 

" Under very different circumstances. All the 
younger boys were still under my wing, and needed 
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the home, and I was streng and vigorous. It would 
not have been acting right by them to have given 
up the place ; but now they are all out in the world, 
and I am laid by, my stay here only interferes with 
what can be much better managed without me or 
my old servants." 

" I do not see that. If anyone moves, it should be 
ourselves/* 

"You are wanted on the spol continually, If 
Sirenwood were in the market, that might not be 
so much amiss." 

" I do not think that likely. They will delay the sale 
in the hope of Eleonora's marrying a rieh man ; be- 
sides, Mr. Charnock has set his mind upon Swanslea. I 
hope this is from nothing Cecil has said or done ! " 

** Cecil wishes to part then }^ She has said nothing 
to me, but I see she has to you. Don't be annoyed, 
Raymond ; it is in the nature of things." 

"I believe it is all Lady TyrrelFs doing. The 
mischief such a woman can do in the neighbourhood !" 

*' Perhaps it is only what any friend of Cecil would 
advise." 

" It is the very reverse of what I intended," said 
Raymond, shading his face. 

" My dear Raymond, I know what you meant, and 
what you wish ; but I am also certain it is for no 
one's happiness to go on in this way." 

He groaned. 

" And the wife's right comes first." 
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*' Not to this house." 

" But to this man. Indeed I see more hope of your 
happiness now than I did last year." 

** What, because she has delivered herseif over, boünd 
hand and foot to Camilla Vivian ? " 

" No, because she is altered. Last year she was 
merely vexed at my position in tbe house. Now she 
is vexed at my position with you." 

"Very unjustly." 

" Hardly so. I should not have Uked your father to 
be so much devoted to hls mother. Remember, jealousy 
is a smoke that cannot exist without some warmth." 

" If she had any proper feeling for me, she would 
show it by her treatment of you." 

" That would be asking too much when she thinks 
I engross you." 

" Mother, while you show such marvellous candour 
and generosity, and she " 

"Hush! Raymond, leave it unsaid! We cannot 
expect her to see more than her own side of the 
question. She has been put into an avowedly trying 
position, and does not deserve hard judgment for 
not being happy in it All that remains is to relieve 
her. Whether by my moving or yours is the question. 
I prefer the Church-house plan." 

" Either way is shame and misery to me," broke out 
Raymond in a choked voice. 

" Nonsense," said his mother, trying to be cheerful, 
" You made an impracticable experiment, that's all. 
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Give Cecil free scope, let her feel that she has her due, 
and all will come right." 

"Nothing can be done tili after the Wilsbro' 
business/' said Raymond, glad of the reprieve. He 
could not bear the prospect of banishment for his 
mother er himself from the home to which both were 
rooted ; and the sentence of detachment from her 
was especially painful when she seemed his only 
consolation for his wife's perverseness. Yet he was 
aware that he had been guilty of the original error, 
and was bound to give such compensation to his 
wife as was ofiered by his mother's voluntary sacrifice. 
He was slow to broach the subject, but only the next 
moming came a question about an invitation to a duU 
house. 

" But," said Cecil, " it is better than home/' She 
spoke on purpose. 

" I am sorry to hear you say so," 

'* I can't call it home where I am but a guest" 

" Well, Cecil, my mother offers to leave the home 
of her life and retire into Church-house." 

Cecil feit as if the screw she had been long working 
had come off in her hands. She frowned, she gazed, 
coUecting her senses, while Raymond added, " It is to 
my intense grief and mortification, but I suppose you 
are gratified." 

" Oh, it would never do ! " she exclaimed, to his sur- 
prise and pleasure. 

"Quite right," he returned, "Just what I feit. 



42 THE THREE BRIDES. 



Nothing can niake me so glad as to see that you think 
the idea as shocking as I do." 

" Our going to Swanslea would be much better — 
far more natural, and no one could object. We could 
refurnish, and make it perfect ; whereas nothing can 
be done to this place, so inconveniently built and 
buried in trees. I should feel much freer in a place of 
my own." 

" So that is what you meant when I thought you 
were thinking of my mother ? " 

" I am obliged to take thought for myself when you 
take heed to no one but her," said Cecil ; and as the 
carriage was at that moment announced, she left him. 
Which was the most sick at heart it would be hard to 
say, the wife with the sense that she was postponed 
in everything to the mother, the husband at the alien- 
ation that had never before been so fully expressed. 
Cecil's errand was a Council about the bazaar ; and 
driving round by Sirenwood, Lady Tyrrell became 
her companion in the carriage. The quick eyes soon 
perceived that something had taken place, and con- 
fidence was soon drawn forth. 

** The ice is broken ; and by whom do you think ? " 

" By /a belle mhe ? Skilful strategy to know when 
the Position is not tenable " 

" She wants to retreat to Church-house." 

" Don't consent to that." 

** I said I should prefer Swanslea for ourselves." 

" Hold to that, whatever you do. If she moves to 
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the village you will have all the odium and none of 
the advantages. There will be the same daily haunt ; 
and as to your freedom of action, there are no spies 
like the abdicated and their dependents. A very 
clever plan, but don't be led away by it." 

" No," said Cecil resolutely ; but after a moment : 
*' It would be inconvenient to Raymond to live so far 
away from the property." 

" Swanslea will be property too, and a ride over on 
business is not like strolling in constantly." 

*' I know I shall never feel like my own mistress in 
a house of hers." 

" Still less with her close by, with the Rectory 
family running in and out to exchange remarks. No, 
no, hold fast to insisting that she must not leave the 
ancestral halls. That you can do dutifully and grace- 
fully." 

Cecil knew she had been betrayed into the contrary ; 
but they were by this time in the High-street, bowing 
to others of the committee on their way to the town- 
hall, a structure of parti-coloured brick in harlequin 
patterns, with a peaked roof, all over little sham 
domes, which went far to justify its title of the Rat- 
house, since nothing larger could well use them. The 
fagade was thus somewhat imposing ; of the rear the 
less Said the better ; and as to the interior, it was at 
present one expanse of dust, impeded by scafTold 
poles, and all the Windows had large blotches of paint 
jupon them. 
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It required a lively Imagination to devise situations 
for the Stalls ; but Mrs. Duncombe valiantly tripped 
about, instructing her attendant carpenter with little 
assistance except from the well-experienced Miss 
Strangeways. The other Ladies had enough to do in 
keeping their plumage unsoiled. Lady Tyrrell kept 
on a little peninsula of encaustic tile, Cecil hopped 
across birdlike and unsoiled, Miss Slater held her 
carmelite high and dry, but poor Miss FuUer's pale 
blue and drab, trailing at every step, became con- 
stantly more blended! 

The dust induced thirst. Lady Tyrrell lamented 
that the Wilsbro* confectioner was so far off and 
his ices doubtful, and Miss Slater suggested that she 
had been making a temperance effort by setfing up 
an excellent widow in the lane that opened opposite 
to them in a shop with raspberry vinegar, ginger-beer, 
and the like mild Compounds, and Mrs. Duncombe 
caught at the opportunity of exhibiting the sparkling 
water of the well which supplied this same lane. 
The widow lived in one of the tenements which 
Pettitt had renovated under her guidance, and on a 
loan advanced by Cecil, and she was proud of her 
work. 

" Clio Tallboys would view this as a triumph," said 
Mrs. Duncombe, as, standing on the steps of the 
town-hall, she surveyed the four tenements at the 
Corner of the alley. " Not a man would stir in the 
business except Pettitt, who left it all to me." 
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"Taking example by the Professor," said Lady 
Tyrrell. 

" It is Strange," said Miss Slater, " hbw much illness 
there has been ever since the people went into those 
houses. They are in my district, you know." 

" You should make them open their Windows," said 
Mrs. Dtincombe. 

" They lay it on the draughts." 

" And stuff «p my Ventilators. That is always the 
way they begin." 

The excellent widow herseif had a bad finger, which 
was a great impediment in administering the cooling 
beverages, but these were so excellent as to suggest 
the furnishing of a stall therewith for the thirsty, as 
something sure to be populär and at small expense. 
Therewith the committee broke up, all having been 
present but Miss Moy, whose absence was not re- 
gretted, though apologised for by Mrs. Duncombe. 
" I could not get her away from the stables," she said. 
" She and Bob would contemplate Dark Hag day and 
night, I believe." 

" I wouldn't allow it," said Lady TyrrelL 

Mrs. Duncombe shrugged her Shoulders and laughed. 
" That's Mr. Moy*s look-out," she said. 

" You don*t choose to interfere with her emancipa- 
tion," said Lady TyrrelL 

" Clio would teil you she could take care of herseif 
at the Stahles as well as anywhere eise." 

" Query ? " said Lady Tyrrell. " Don't get into a 
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scrape, Bessie! Does your Captain report on the 
flirtation with young Simmonds ? " 

" Who is he ? " asked Cecil. 

" The trainer's son," said Bessie. " It is only a bit 
of Imitation of Aurora Floyd." 

" You know she's an heiress," said Lady Tyrrell. 
" You had better take care how you put such a temp- 
tation in his way." 

"I don't suppose the Moys are anybody," said 
Cecil. 

** Not in your sense, my dear," said Lady Tyrrell 
laughing ; " but from another level there's a wide gap 
between the heiress of Proudfoot Lawn and the heir 
of the training stables." 

"Cecil looks simply disgusted/' said Bessie. *'She 
can't bear the Moys betwixt the wind and her 
nobility." 

" They are the great drawback to Swanslea, I con- 
fess," said Cecil. 

" Oh ! are you thinking of Swanslea ? " cried Mrs. 
Duncombe. 

" Yes," said Lady Tyrrell, " she is one to be con- 
gratulated on emancipation." 

" Well can I do so," said Mrs. Duncombe. ' Don't 
I know what mothers-in-law are ? Mine is the most 
wonderful old Goody, with exactly the notions of your 
meek Mrs. Miles." 

" Incompatibility decidedly," said Lady Tyrrell. 

*' Only she was the Spartan mother combined with 
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it," continued Mrs. Duncombe. ** When Bob was a 
little urchin, he once, in anticipation of his future 
tastes, committed the enormity of riding on a stick 
on Sunday ; so she locked him up tili he had leamt six 
verses of one of Watts*s hymns about going to church 
being like a little heaven below, isn*t it ? " 

"Increasing his longing that way," said Lady 
Tyrrell. 

" She doesn't even Hght the drawing-room fire on 
Sunday, for fear people should not sit in their rooms 
and meditate," continued Mrs. Duncombe. *'Bob 
manages to be fond of her through all; but she 
regularly hates me." 

"Not very wonderful," said Lady Tyrrell laugh- 
ing. ■ " I suppose there is a charming reciprocity of 
feeling." 

" I think I can afford to pity her,'* said Mrs. Dun- 
combe lightly. "Just fancy what I must have been 
to her! You know I was brought up in a convent at 
Paris. The very bosom of the scarlet woman." 

" But/' interrupted Cecil, " you were never a Roman 
Catholic, Bessie ! " 

" Oh dear no ; the Protestant boarders were let en- 
tirely alone. There were only two of us, and we lay 
in bed while the others went to mass, and played 
while they went to confession, that was all. I was an 
orphan ; never remember my mother, and my father 
died abroad. Luckily for me, Bob was done for by 
my first ball. Very odd he should have liked a little 
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red-haired thing like me; but everyone is ticketed, 
I believe. My uncle was glad enough to get rid of 
me, and poor old Mrs. Duncombe was unsuspecting 
tili we went home, and then ! " 

"And then ? " 

" Cecil may have some faint idea." 

" Of what you underwent ? " 

" She wanted to begin on me as if I were a wild 
savage heathen, you know ! I believe she nearly had 
a fit when I declined a prayer-meeting, and as to my 
Walking out with Bob on Sunday evening ! " 

" Did she make you learn Watts's hymns ? " 

" No ! but she did what was much worse to poor 
Bok She told him she had spent the time in prayer 
and humiliation, and the poor fellow very nearly 
cried." 

" Ah, those mothers have such an advantage over 
their sons," said Lady Tyrrell. 

" I determined I would never go near her again 
after that," said Mrs. Duncombe. " Bob goes ; he is 
really fond of her ; but I knew we should keep the 
peace better apart I let her have the children now 
and then, when it is convenient, and oddly enough 
they like it ; but I shall soon have to stop that, for I 
won*t have them think me a reprobate ; and she has 
thought me ten times worse ever since I found out 
that I had brains and could use them." 

" Quite true," said Camilla; " there's no peacemaker 
like absence." 
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** The only pity is that Swanslea is no further off," 
returned Bessie. 

And so it was that Cecil, backed by her two coun- 
sellors, held her purpose, and Raymond sadly spoke 
of the plan of Separation to Julius. Both thought 
Mrs. Poynsett*s own plan the best, though they could 
not bear the idea of her leaving her own house. Ray- 
mond was much displeased. 

. " At least," he said, " there is a reprieve tili this 
frantic fortnight is over. I envyyour exemption from 
the turmoil." 

" I wish you would exempt yourself from the races," 
said Julius. " The mischief they have done in these 
villages is incalculable ! The very men-servants are 
solicited to put into sweepstakes, whenever they go 
into Wilsbro' ; and only this morning Mrs. Horn- 
blower has been to me about her son." 

" I thought he was the great feather in Herbert 
Bowater's cap." 

*' Showing the direction of the wind only too well. 
Since Herbert has been infected with the general 
insanity, poor Harry Hornblower has lapsed into his 
cid ways, and is always hanging about the * Three 
Pigeons * with some of the swarm of locusts who 
have come down already to brawl round the training 
Stahles. This has come to Truelove's ears, and he 
has notice of dismissal. At the mother's desire I 
spoke to Truelove, but he told me that at last year's 
races the lad had gambled at a great rate, and had 

VOl^ IL E 
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only been saved from dishonesty by detection in time. 
He was so penitent that Truelove gave him another 
trial, on condition that he kept out of temptation ; 
but now he has gone back to it, Mr. Truelove thinks 
it the only way of saving him from some fresh act of 
dishonesty. ' It is all up with them/ he says, when 
once they take that turn.* " 

" You need not speak as if I were accountable for 
all the blackguardism." 

" Every man is accountable who lends his name and 
Position to bolster up a field of vice." 

" Come, come, Julius. Remember what men have 
been on the Turf." 

" If those men had withheld their support, fashion 
would not have led so many to their ruin." 

"Hundreds are present without damage. It is a 
hearty out-of-doors country amusement, and one of 
the few general holidays that bring all ranks 
together." 

*' You speak of racing as it has been or might be in 
some golden age," said Julius. " Of coürse there is no 
härm in trying one horse's speed against another ; but 
look at the facts, and say whether it is right to Sup- 
port an amusement that becomes such an occasion of 
evil." 

"Because a set of rascals choose to bring their 
villanies there, you would have the sport of the whole 
neighbourhood given up. ' No cakes and ale * with a 
vengeance ! " 
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"The cakes and ale that make a brother offend 
ought to be given up." 

" That sentences all public amusements." 

"Not necessarily. The question is of degree. 
Other amusements may have evil incidentally con- 
nected with them, and may lead to temptation, but it 
is not their chief excitement The play or the opera 
is the prime interest, and often a refined and elevated 
one, but at races the whole excitement depends upon 
the horses, and is so fictitious that it needs to be en- 
hanced by this betting System. No better faculty is 
called into play. Some few men may understand the 
merits of the horse ; many more, and most of the ladies, 
simply like the meeting in numbers ; but there is no 
higher faculty called out, and in many cases the whole 
attraction is the gambling, and the fouler wickedness 
in the background." 

" Which would be ten thousand times worse if all 
gentlemen stood aloof." 

" What good do these gentlemen do beyond keeping 
the contest honourable and the betting in which they 
are concerned ? Do not they make themselves decoys 
to the young men on the border-land who would stay 
away if the Turf were left to the mere vulgär ? Why 
should they not leave it to drop like buU-baiting or 
cock-fighting ? " 

" Well done, Julius ! " said Raymond. *' Ybu will 

head a clerical Crusade against the Turf, but I do not 

think it just to compare it with those ferocious sports 

E 2 
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which were demoralizing in themselves ; while this is 
to large numbers simply a harmless holiday and 
excuse for an outing, not to speak of the benefit to 
the breed of horses." 

*'I do not say that all competitions of speed are 
necessarily wrong, but I do say that the present way 
of managing races makes them so mischievous that no 
one ought to encourage them." 

'* I wonder what Backsworth and Wilsbro' would say 
to you ! It is their great harvest. Lodgings for those 
three days pay a quarter's rent ; and where so many 
interests are concemed, a custom cannot lightly be 
dropped." 

" So thought the craftsmen of Ephesus." 

" Well," Said Raymond with a sigh, " it is not plea- 
sure that takes me. I shall look on with impartial 
eyes, if that is what you wish." 

Poor Raymond ! it was piain that he had little liking 
for anything that autumn. He rode over to Swanslea 
with Cecil, and when he said it was six miles off, she 
called it four; what he termed bare, marshy, and 
dreary, was in her eyes open and free ; his swamp was 
her lake; and she ran about discovering charms and 
capabilities where he saw nothing but damp and dry- 
rot, and, above all, banishment 

Would she have her will ? Clio would have thought 
her lecture had taken effect, and mayhap, it added 
something to the general temper of self-assertion, but 
in fact Cecil had little time to think, so thickly did 
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g^ieties and preparations crowd upon her. It was the 
füll glory and importance of the member's wife, her 
favourite ideal, but all the time her satisfaction was 
marred by secret heartache as she saw how wearily 
and formally her husband dragged through whatever 
feil to his lot, saw how jaded^and depressed he looked, 
and heard him laugh his Company laugh without any 
heart in it. She thought it all his mother's fault, and 
meant to make up for everything when she had him 
to herseif. 

Julius had his troubles. When Rosamond found 
that races were what she called his pet aversion, she 
resisted with all her might. Her home associations 
were all on fire again. She would not condemn the 
pleasures she had shared with her parents, by absti- 
nence from them, any more than she would deviate 
from Lady Rathforlane*s nursery management to 
please Mrs. Poynsett and Susan. A bonnet, which 
Julius trusted never to see in church, was purchased in 
the face of his remark that every woman who carried 
her gay attire to the stand made herseif an additional 
feather on the hook of evil. At first she laughed, and 
then grew tearfully passionate in protests that nothing 
should induce her to let her brothers see what their 
own father did turned into a crime ; and if they went 
without her to take care of them, and feil into mis- 
chief, whose fault would that be ? 

It was vain to hint that Tom was gone back to 
schooly and Terry cared more for the Olympic dust 
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than that of Backsworth. She had persuaded herseif 

that his absence would be high treason to her father, 

whom she respected far more at a distance than when 

she had been struggling with his ramshackle, easy- 

going ways. Even now, she was remonstrating with 

him about poor Terry's present misery. His last half 

year had been spent under the head-master, who had 

cultivated his historical and poetical intelligence, 

whereas Mr. Driver was nothing but an able crammer; 

and the moment the lad became interested and 

diverged from routine, he was choked off because such 

things would not "teil." If the "coach" hadanyen- 

thusiasm it was for mathematics, and thitherwards 

Terry^s brain was undeveloped. With misplaced 

ingenuity, he argued that sums came right by chance, 

and that Euclid was best learnt by heart, for "the 

pictures" simply confused him; and when Julius, 

amazed at finding so clever a boy in the novel position 

of dunce, tried to find out what he did know of arith- 

metic, his ignorance and inappreciation were so 

unfathomable that Julius doubted whether the power 

or the will was at fault. At any rate he was 

wretched in the present, and dismal as to the 

fiiture, and looked on his brother-in-law as in league 

with the oppressors for trying to rouse his sense 

of duty. 

Remonstrance seemed blunted and ineffective every- 
where. When Herbert Bowater tried to reclaim 
Harry Hornblower into giving up his notorious 
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comrades, he received the dogged reply, " Why should 
not a chap take his pleasure as well as you ? " 

With the authority at once of clergyman and 
squire's son, he said, " Harry, you forget yourself. 
I am not going to discuss my occupations with 
you." 

"You know better," rudely interrupted the lad. 
" Racketing about all over the country, and coming 
home late at night. You'd best not speak of other 
folks ! " 

As a matter of fact, Herbert had never been later 
than was required by a walk home from a dinner, or a 
very moderate cricket supper ; and his conscience was 
clear as to the quality of his amusements ; but instead 
of, as hitherto, speaking as youth to youth, he used 
the language of the minister to the insulting parish- 
ioner. "I am sorry I have disturbed Mrs. Horn- 
blower, but the case is not parallel. Innocent amuse- 
ment is one thing — it is quite another to run into 
haunts that have already proved dangerous. to your 
principles." 

Harry Hornblower laughed. *'It's no go Coming 
the parson over me, Mr. Bowater ! It*s well known 
what black coats are, and how they never cry out so 
loud upon other folks as when theyVe had a jolly lark 
among themselves. No concealment now, we're up to 
a thing or two, and parsons, and capitalists, and squires 
will have to look sharp." 

This oration, smacking of "The Three Pigeons," 
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was delivered so loud as to bring the mother on the 
scene. " O Harry, Harry, you aren't never speaking 
like that to Mr. Bowater ! " 

'* When folks jaw me about what's nothing to them 
I always give them as good as they bring. That's my 
principle," said Harry, flinging out of the house, while 
the curate tried to console the weeping mother, and 
soon after betook himself to his rector with no mild 
comments on the lad's insolence. 

* Another warning how needful it is for us to avoid 
all occasion for misconstruction," said Julius. 

"We do, all of us," said Herbert. "Even that 
wretched decoction, Füller, and that mere dictionary, 
Driver, never gave cause for imputations like these. 
What has the fellow got hold of > " 

"Stories of the last Century 'two-bottle men,*" 
said Julius, " trumped up by unionists now against us 
in these days. The truth is that the world triumphs 
and boasts whenever it catches the ministry on its 
own ground. Its ideal is as exacting as the saintly 
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" I say, Rector," exclaimed the curate, after due 
pause, " youll be at Evensong on Saturday ? The 
ladies at Sirenwood want me to go to Backsworth 
with them to hear the band." 

" Cannot young Strangeways take care of his 
sisters f " 

" I would not ask it, sir, but they have set their 
heart on seeing Rood House, and want me to go with 
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them because of knowing Dr. Easterby. Then Tm to 
dine with them, and that's the very last of it for me. 
There's no more croquet after this week." 

" I am thankful to hear it," said Julius, suppressing 
bis distaste that the man he most reverenced, and the 
place which was his haven of rest, should be a mere 
lion for Bee and Conny, a slight pastime before the 
regimental band ! 



CHAPTER IIL 

THE APPLE OF ATE. 

** Oh mirror, mirror on the wall, 
Who is the fairest of us all ? " 

The Three Bears, 

" I DO really think Terry has found the secret of 
happiness, for a Utile while at least," said Rosamond, 
entering Mrs. Poynsett's room. "That funny little 
man in the loan museum has asked him to help in the 
arrangement." 

" Who is it ? " 

"The little watchmaker, or watch cobbler, in the 
old curiosity shop." 

« Friskyball ? " 

" Yes ; Terry calls him a descendant of the Genoese 
Frescobaldi, and Fm sure his black eyes were never 
made for an English head. Terry has always haunted 
those uncanny wares of his, and has pursued them to 
the museum. *Tis not every young gentleman I 
would wish to see there/ says the old man, *but 
the Honourable Mr. De Lancey has the soul of an 
antiquarian.' 
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" They say the old man is really very clever and 
well read." 

" He looks like an old magician, with his white cap 
and spectacles, and he had need to have a wand to 
bring order out of that awful chaos. Everybody all 
round has gone and cleared out their rubbish-closet. 
Upon my word, it looks so. There are pictures all 
one network of cracks, and iron caps and gauntlets 
out of all the halls in every stage of rust, and pots 
and pans and broken crocks, and baskets of coin all 
verdigris and tarnish ! — Pah ! " 

**AreMiles'sbirdssafe.?" 

" Oh yes, with a swordfish*s sword and a sawfish's 
saw making a trophy on the top. Terry is in the 
library, hunting material for a dissertation on the 
ancient unicorn, which ought to conclude with the 
battle royal witnessed by Alice in Wonderland. The 
stuffed department is numerous, but in a bad way as 
to hair, and chiefly consists of everybody's grand- 
mother*s old parrots and squirrels and white rats- 
Then, every boy, who ever had a fit of birds* eggs 
or butterflies, has sent in a collection, chiefly minus 
the lower wings, and with volunteer specimens of 
moth ; but luckily some give leave to do what they 
please with them, so the magician is making composi- 
tion animals with the dSris'' 

" Not really ! " 

*' I made a feeble attempt with an admiral's wings 
and an orange tip, but I was scouted. About four 
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dilapidated ones make up a proper specimen, and I 
can't think how it is all to be done in the time ; but 
really something fit to be seen is emerging. Terry is 
sorting the coins, a pretty job, I should say; but 
felicity to him. But oh ! the industrial articles ! 
There are all the regalia, carved out of cherry-stones, 
and a patchwork quilt of 5,000 bits of silk each no 
bigger than a Shilling. And a calculation of the 
middle verse in the Bible, and the longest verse, and 
the shortest verse, and the like edifying Scriptural 
researches, all copied out like flies* legs, in writing 
no one can see but Julius with his spectacles off, 
and set in a brooch as big as the top of a thimble, 
all done by a one-legged sergeant of marines. So 
that the line might not be outdone, I offered my 
sergeant-major's banner-screen, but I am sorry to say 
they declined it, which made me jealous." 

" Are there any drawings of the Reynolds* boy } " 
" Yes, Lenore Vivian brought them down, and very 
good they are. Everyone says he has the making of 
a genius, but he does not look as if it agreed with 
him; he is grown tall, and thin, and white, and I 
should not wonder if those good-for-nothing servants 
bullied him." 

" Did you see anything of Eleonora ? " 
"Nothing so impossible. I meet her every day, 
but she is always beset with the Strangeways, and I 
think she avoids me.*' 
" I can hardly think so.*' 
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*I don*t like iti That man is always hanging 
about Sirenwood, and Lenore never stirs an inch with- 
out one of those girls. I wish Frank could see for 
himself, poor fellow." 

" He does hope to run down next week. I have 
just heard from him in high spirits. One of his 
Seniors has come into some property, another is out 
of health and retires, so there is promotion in view." 

"I wish it would make haste then. I don't like 
the look of things." 

" I can hardly disbelieve in the dear girl herseif; yet 
I do feel as if it were against nature for it to succeed. 
Did you hear anything of Mrs. Bowater to-day ? " 

" Yes, she is much better, and Edith is Coming to 
go into the gallery with me on Tuesday when they 
inaugurate the Rat House. Oh! did you hear of 
the debate about it ? You know there's to be a pro- 
cession — all the Volunteers, and all the Odd Fellows, 
and all the Good Templars, and all the school children 
of all denominations — whatever can walk behind a 
flag. Our choir boys grew emulous, and asked Herbert 
to ask the Rector to let them have our lovely banner 
with the lilies on it ; but he declined, though there's 
no choice but to give the holiday that will be taken." 

" Was that the debate ? " 

'* Oh no ! that was among the higher powers — 
where the procession should start from. The prece- 
dent was an opening that began with going to church, 
and having a sermon from* the Bishop ; but then there's 
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no church, and after that spur the Bishop gave them 
they can*t ask him without one ; besides, the mayor 
dissents, and so do a good many more of them. So 
they are to meet at the Market Gross, and Mr. Füller, 
in the famous black gown, supported by Mr. Driver, is 
to head them. Fm not sure that Julius and Herbert 
were not in the programme, but Mr. Truelove spoke 
up, and declared that Mr. Flynn the Wesleyan 
Methodist, and Mr. Howler the Primitive Methodist, 
and Mr. Riffeil the Baptist, had quite as good a right 
to walk in the foreground and to hold forth, and Mr. 
Moy supported him." 

*' Popularity hunting against Raymond." 

" Precisely. But Howler, Flynn, and Co. were too 
much for Mr. Füller, so he seceded, and the religious 
ceremonies are now to be confined to his saying grace 
at the dinner. Raymond thinks it as well, for the 
inaugural speech would only have been solemn 
mockery ; but Julius thinks it a sad beginning for the 
place to have no blessing because of our unhappy 
divisions. Isn't that like Julius } " 

" Exactly, though I see it more from Raymond's 
point of view. So you are going to the dinner ? " 

" Oh yQs. Happily my rector has nothing to say 
against that, and I am sure he owes me something 
for keeping me out of the bazaar. In fact, having 
avoided the trouble, I couldrit take the pleasure ! and 
he must set that against the races." 

** My dear, though I am not set against races like 
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Julius, I think, considering his strong feelings on the 
subject " 

" My dear Mrs. Poynsett, it would be very bad for 
Julius to give in to his fancies. The next thing would 
be to set baby up in a little hood and veil like a 
nun ! " 

Rosamond's winsome nonsense could not but gain 
a smile, No doubt she was a pleasant daughter-in- 
law, thpugh, for substantial care, Anne was the strength 
and reliance. Even Anne was much engrossed by 
preparations for the bazaar. It had been a great 
perplexity to her that the one thing she thought not 
worldly should be condemned by Julius, and he had 
not tried to prevent her from assisting Cecil, thinking, 
as he had told Eleonora, that the question of right 
and wrong was not so trenchant as to divide house- 
holds. 

The banquet and Inauguration went off fairly well. 
There was nothing in it worth recording, except that 
Rosamond pronounced that Raymond only wanted a 
particle of Irisli fluency to be a perfect Speaker ; but 
everyone was observing how ill and depressed he 
iooked. Even Cecil began to see it herseif, and to ask 
Lady Tyrrell with some anxiety whether she thought 
him altered. 

" Men always look worn after a Session," said Lady 
Tyrrell. 

" If this really makes him unhappy ! " 

" My dear Cecil, that*s the very proof of the 
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necessity. If it makes him unhappy to go five miles 
away with his'wife, it ought not. You should wean 
him from such dependence." 

Cecil had tears in her eyes as she said, " I don't 
know ! When I hear him sighing in his sleep, I long 
to give it up and teil him I will try to be happy here." 

*'My dear child, don't be weak, If you give way 
now, you will nie it all your life." 

" If I could have taken to his mother, I think he 
would have cared more for me." 

*' No. The moment her jealousy was excited she 
would have resumed him, and you would have been 
the more shut out in the cold. A little firmness now, 
and the fresh start is before you." 

Cecil sighed, feeling that she was paying a heavy 
price for that fresh start, but her hands were too füll 
for much thought. Guests came to dinner, Mrs. 
Poynsett kept more to her own room, and Raymond 
exerted himself to talk, so that the blank of the 
evenings was less apparent. The days were spent 
at the town-hall, where the stalls were raised early 
enough for all the ladies, their maid^ and footmen, to 
buzz about them all day, decking them out. 

Mrs. Duncombe was as usual the giaiding spirit, 
contriving all with a clevemess that made the 
deficiencies of her household the more remarkable. 
Conny and Bee Strangeways were the best workers, 
having plenty of experience and resource, and be- 
ing ready to do anything, however hard, dusty, or 
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disagreeable ; and to drudge contentedly, with plenty 
of chatter indeed, but quite as freely to a female as to 
a male companion ; whereas Miss Moy had a knot of 
men constantly about her, and made a noise which 
was a sore trial to Cecirs heavy spirit all the first 
day, exclusive of the offence to her native fastidiousness, 
She even called upon Lady Tyrrell and Mrs. Dun- 
combe to hold a Council whether all gentlemen should 
not be excluded the next day, as spoiling the ladies' 
work, and of no use themselves ; but there were one 
or two who really did toil, and so well, that they 
could not be dispensed with, and Mrs. Duncombe 
added that it would not do to give offence. 

There was a harassed look about Mrs. Duncombe 
herseif, for much depended on the success of her 
husband's filly, Dark Hag. The captain had hitherto 
been cautious, and had secured himself against heavy 
loss, so as to make the Turf a tolerable speculation, 
but the wonderful perfections of this animal had led 
him to stake much more on her than had been his 
wont ; and though his wife was assured of being a 
rieh woman in another week, she was not sorry for 
the multiplicity of occupations which hindered her 
mind from dwelling too much on the chances. 

'* How calm you look, — how I envy you ! ** she said, 
as she came to borrow some tape of Eleonora Vivian, 
who was fastening the pendent articles to the drapery 
of her sister's stall. Eleonora gave a constrained 
smile, feeling how little truth there v/as in her apparent 
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peace, wearied out as she was with the long conflict 
and constant distrust. She was the more anxious to 
be with Lady Susan, whose every word she could 
believe, and she finally promised to leave home with 
Bee and Conny the day after the ball, and to meet 
their mother in London. They knew there was no 
Chance for Lorimer, but they took her on her own 
terms, hoping something perhaps, and at any rate 
glad to be a comfort to one whom they really loved, 
while Lady Tyrrell was delighted to promote the 
Visit, seeing that the family did more for Lorimer's 
cause than he did for himself ; and in his own home 
who could guess the result, especially after certain 
other manoeuvres of her ladyship had taken effect ? 

Lady Tyrrell did not know, nor indeed did Conny 
or Bee, that, though they would meet their mother in 
London, she would not at once go into Yorkshire 
with them, but would send them to their uncle's, 
while she repaired to the retreat at St. Faith's. The 
harass of these last few weeks, especially the endea- 
vour to make her go to the races, had removed all 
scruples from Lenore's mind as to leaving her home 
in ignorance of her intentions. To her mind, the 
circumstances of her brother*s death had made a race- 
course no place for any of the family, especially that 
of Backsworth ; gout Coming opportunely to disable 
her father in London, and one or two other little 
accidents, had prevented the matter from Coming to 
an issue while she had been in London, and the 
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avowal of her intention to keep away had filled her 
father with passion at her for her absurd scruples and 
pretences at being better than other people. It had 
been Lady Tyrrell who pacified him with assurances 
that she would soon do better; no one wished to 
force her conscience, and Lenore, always on the 
watch, began to wonder whether her sister had any 
reason for wishing to keep her away, and longed the 
more for the house of truth and peace. 

So came on the bazaar-day, which Mrs. Poynsett 
spent in soHtude, except for Visits from the Rectory, 
and one from Joanna Bowater, who looked in while 
Julius was sitting with her, and amused them by her 
account of herseif as an emissary from home with ten 
pounds to be got rid of from her father and mother 
for good neighbourhood's sake. She brought Mrs. 
Poynsett a beautiful bouquet, for the elderly spinsters, 
she Said, sat on the stairs and kept up a constant 
supply ; and she had also some exquisite Genoese 
wire Ornaments from Cecil's counter, and a set of 
studs from a tray of polished pebbles sent up from 
Vivian's favourite lapidary at Rockpier. She had 
been amüsed to find the Miss Strangeways hunting 
over it to match that very simple-looking charm 
which Lena wore on to her watch, for, as she said, 
" the attraction must either be the simplicity of it, 
or the general Lena-worship in which those girls 
indulge." 

*' How does that dear child look ? " 

F 2 
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*' Fagged, I think, but so does everyone, and it was 
not easy to keep order, Mrs. Duncombe's counter was 
such a rendezvous for noisy people, and Miss Moy 
was perfectly dreadful, running about forcing things 
on people and refusing change." 

"And how is poor Anne enduring ?" 

" Like Christian in Vanity Fair as long as she did 
endure, for she retired to the spinsters on the back 
stairs. I offered to bring her home and she accepted 
with delight, but I dropped her in the village to 
bestow her presents. I was determined to come on 
here ; we go on Monday." 

"Shall you be ät the Ordination ?" 

*'I trust so. If mamma is pretty well, we shall 
both go." 

" Is Edith going to the ball on Thursday } " 

"No, she has given it up. It seems as if we at 
least ought to recoUect our Ember days, though I am 
ashamed to think we never did tili this time last 
year." 

" I confess that I never heard of them," said Mrs. 
Poynsett " Don't look shocked, my dear ; such 
things were not taught in my time." 

Julius showed her the rubric and the prayer from 
thebook in his pocket, knowing that the one endeared 
to her by association was one of the Prayer-books 
made easy by Omission of all not needed at the barest 
Sunday service. 

*^I see," she said, '*it seems quite right I wish 
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you had told me before you were ordained, my 
dear." 

"You kept your Einher days for me by instinct, 
dear mother/' 

"Don't be too sure, Julius. One learns many things 
when one is laid on one*s back." 

" Think of Herbert now/* whispered Jenny. ** I am 
glad he is sheltered from all this hubbub by being 
at the palace. I suppose you cannot go to the 
Cathedral, Julius ? " 

"No, Bindon will not come back tili bis brother's 
holiday is over, nor do I even know where to write 
to him. Oh ! here comes Anne. Now for her 
impressions.'' 

Anne had brought her little gift for Mrs. Poynsett, 
and displayed her presents for Glen Fräser, but as to 
what she had seen, it made her shudder and say 
** You were right, Julius, I did not know people could 
go on so ! And with all those poor people ill close 
by. Miss Slater, who sat on the stairs just below me 
tying up flowers, is much grieved about a lad who was 
at work there tili a fortnight ago, and now is dying 
of a fever, and harassed by all the rattling of the 
carriages." 

'* What ! close by ? Nothing infectious, I hope ? " 

•' The doctor called it gastric fever, but no one was 
to hear of it lest there should be an alarm ; and it 
was too late to change the place of the bazaar, though 
it is so sad to have all that gaiety close at band." 
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If these were the impressions of Anne and Joanna 
early in the day, what were they later, when, in those 
not sustained by excitement, spirit and energy began 
to flag ? Cecirs counter, with her excellent and ex- 
pensive wares, and her own dignified propriety, was 
far less populär than those where the goods were 
cheaper and the saleswomen less inaccessible, and she 
was not only disappointed at her failure, but vexed 
when told that the articles must be raffled for. She 
could not object, but it seemed an unworthy end for 
what had cost her so much money and pains to pro- 
cure, and it was not pleasant to see Mrs. Duncombe 
and Miss Moy hawking the tickets about, like regulär 
touters, nor the most beautiful things drawn by the 
most vulgär and tasteless people. 

Miss Moy had around her a court of " horsey " men 
who were lounging away the day before the races, and 
who had excited her spirits to a pitch of boisterous- 
ness such as dismayed Mrs. Duncombe herseif when 
her attempts at repression were only laughed at. 

Somehow, among these adherents, there arose a 
proposal for the election of a queen of beauty, each 
gentleman paying half-a-crown for the right of voting. 
Miss Moy bridled and tried to blush. She was a tall, 
highly coloured, flashing-eyed brünette, to whom a 
triumph would be immense over the refined, statuesque 
severe Miss Vivian, and an apple-blossom innocent- 
looking girl who was also present, and though Lady 
Tyrrell was incontestably the handsomest person in 
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the room, her age and standing had probably pre- 
vented her occurring to the propounders of the 
scheme. 

The design was taking shape when young Strange- 
ways, who was willing to exchange chaff with Gussie 
Moy, but was gentleman enough to feel the indecorum 
of the whole thing, moved across to his sister, and 
muttered, "I say, Con, they are getting up that 
stupid trick of election of a queen of beauty. Does 
Lady Tyrrell know it ? " 

" Wouldn't it be rather fun ? " 

" Horrid bad form, downright impudence. Mother 
would squash it at once. Go and warn one of them," 
signing with his head. 

Constance made her way to Eleonora, who had 
already been perplexed and angered by more than 
one critical stare, as one and another man loitered 
past and gazed intrepidly at her. She hurried at once 
to her sister, who was sitting passively behind her 
counter as if wearied out, and who would not be 
stirred to interference. " Never mind, Lenore, it can't 
be helped. It is all for the cause, and to stop it 
would be worse taste, fitting on the cap as an 
acknowledged beauty, and to that I*m not equal." 

" It is an insult.** 

"Never fear, they'U never choose you while you 
look so forbidding, though perhaps it is rather 
becoming. They have not the taste." 

Eleonora said no more, but went over to the window 
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where Raymond was keeping his guard, with his old- 
fashioned sense of protection. She ha4 no sooner 
told him than he started into incredulous indignation, 
in which he was joined by his wife, who only wished 
him to dash forward to prevent the scheme before he 
would believe it real. 

However, when the ballot-box came his way, and a 
simpering youth presented him with a card, begging 
for his opinion, he spoke so as to be heard by all, 
"No thank you, sin I am requested by the ladies 
present to State that such competition was never 
contemplated by their committee and would be re- 
pugnant to all their sentiments. They beg that the 
election may be at once dropped and the money 
returned.'* 

Mr. Charnock Poynsett had a weight that no one 
resisted. There was a moment's silence, a little murraur, 
apologetic and remonstrant, but the deed was done. 

Only a clear voice, with the thrillings of dis- 
appointed vanity and exultation scarcely disguised by 
a laugh, was heard saying, louder than the owner 
knew, " Oh, of course Mr. Charnock Poynsett spoiled 
sport. It would have been awkward between his 
wife and his old flame." 

" For shame, Gussie," hushed Mrs. Duncombe, 
"they'U hear." 

" I don't care ! Let them ! Stuck-up people ! " 

Whoever heard, Cecil Charnock Poynsett did, and 
feit as if the ground were giving way with her. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE LADY GREEN MANTLE. 

** The night, just like the night before, 
In terrors passed away, 
Nor did the demons vanish thence 
Before the dawn of day." 

Moore, 

The turmoil was over, the gains had been emptied 
into bags to be counted at leisure, the relics of the 
sale left to be disposed of through the Exchange and 
Mart, Terry, looking tired to death, descended from 
his post as assistant showman ; and, with some gentle- 
men who were to dine at Compton Poynsett, Cecil 
drove home to dress in haste, and act hostess to a 
large dinner party. All the time she feit giddy at 
the words she had heard — " Mr. Poynsett's old flame." 
It was constantly ringing in her ears, and one con- 
viction was before her mind. Her cheeks burnt like 
fire, and when she reached her own room at night, 
and leant from the window to cool them, they only 
burnt the more. 

Had she been wilfuUy deceived ? had she been 
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taking the counsel of a jealous woman about her 
husband ? Had not Camilla assured her that the 
object of his first love was not in the country ? 
Ay; but when that was spoken Camilla herseif 
was in London, and Cecil knew enough of her friend 
to be aware that she viewed such a subterfuge as 
ingenious. Even then she had perceived that the 
person alluded to could only have been a Vivian, 
and the exclamation of careless spite carried assur- 
ance to her that she had been tricked into confidence,^ 
and acceptance of the advice of a rival. She 
had a feverish longing to know more, and obtain 
explanation and external certainty. But how ? 

Raymond was one of the very tired that night. 
He feil asieep the instant his head touched the pillow ; 
but it was that sobbing, sighing sleep which had 
before almost swept away, from very ruth, her resolu- 
tion ; and on this night there were faltering words,. 
strangely, though unconsciously, replying to her 
thoughts. " Camilla, a cruel revenge ! " *' Poor 
child ! but for you she might have learnt." *' My 
mother!" "Why, why this persistent hatred?" 
"Cannot you let us alone?" "Must you destroy 
our home ? " 

These were the mutterings at intervals. She 
listened, and in the darkness her Impulse was to 
throw herseif on her husband, teil him all, show 
him how she had been misled, and promise to give 
up all to which that true Vivienne had prompted her. 
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She did even tiy to wake him, but the attempt caused 
only a more distinct expostulation of " Cannot you 
let her alone?'* "Cannot you let us learn to love 
one another ? " " It may be revenge on me or my 
mother; but what has she done?" *'Don't! — oh^ 
don't ! " 

The distress she caused forced her to desist, and 

9 

she remembered how Raymond had always warned 
her. The intimacy with Lady Tyrrell had been in 
the teeth of his remonstrances. He had said every- 
thing to prevent it short of confessing his former 
attachment, and though resentful that the warning 
had been denied her, she feit it had been well that 
she had been prevented from putting the question 
on her first impulse. Many ways of ascertaining the 
fact were revolved by her as with an aching head she 
lay hopelessly awake tili moming, when she feil into 
a doze which lasted until she found that Raymond 
had risen, and that she must dress in haste, unless she 
meant to lose her character for punctuality. Her 
head still ached, and she feit thoroughly tired ; but 
when Raymond advised her to stay at home, and 
recruit herseif for the ball, she said the air of the 
downs would refresh her. Indeed, she feit as if 
quiet and loneliness would be intolerable until she 
could understand herseif and what she had heard. 

Raymond took the reins of the barouche, and a 
gentleman who had slept at the hall went on the box 
beside him, leaving room for Rosamond and her 
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brother, who were to be picked up at the Rectory ; 
but when they drew up there, only Rosamond came 
out in the wonderful bonnet, just lärge enough to 
contain one big water-lily, which suited well with the 
sleepy grace of her movements, and the glossy sheen 
of her mauve silk. 

" Terry is not Coming. He has a headache, poor 
boy," she said, as Julius shut her into the barouche. 
" Take care of him and baby." 

*'Take care of yourself, Madam Madcap," said 
Julius with a smile, as she bent down to give him a 
parting kiss, with perhaps a little pleading for for- 
giveness in it. But instead of, as last year, shuddering, 
cither at its foUy or publicity, Cecil feit a keen pang 
of desire for such a look ashalf rebuked, while it took 
a loving farewell of Rosamond. Was Camilla like 
that Statue which the husband inadvertently espoused 
with a ring, and which interposed between him and 
his wife for ever ? 

Rosamond talked. She always had a certain 
embarrassment in tite-ä-tites with Cecil, and it took 
form in a flow of words. "Poor Terry! he turned 
faint and giddy at breakfast. I thought he had been 
indulging at the refreshment-stall, but he says he was 
saving for a fine copy of the Faerie Queen that 
Friskyball told him of at a book-stall at Backsworth, 
and existed all day on draughts of water when his 
throat grew dry as showman ; so I suppose it is 
only inanition, coupled with excitement and stuffiness, 
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and that quiet will repair him. He would not hear of 
my staying with him." 

** I suppose you do not wish to be late ? *' 

"Certainly not/* said Rosamond, who, indeed, 
would have given up before, save for her bonnet 
and her principle ; and whatever she said of Lady 
Rathforlane*s easy management of her nurslings, did 
not desire to be too many hours absent from her 
Julia. 

" I only want to stay tili the Three-year-old Cup 
has been run for," said Cecil. " Mrs. Duncombe would 
feel it unkind if we did not." 

" You look tired," said Rosamond, kindly ; " put 
your feet upon the front seat — nobody will look. Do 
you know how much you cleared } " 

" Not yet," said Cecil. " I do not know what was 
made by the raffles. How I do hate them ! Fancy 
that lovely opal Venetian vase going to that big bony 
Scotswoman, Mr. M'Vie's mother." 

" Indeed ! That is a pity. If I had known it 
would be raffled for, I would have sent a private 
commission, though I don't know if Julius would have 
let me. He says it is gambling. What became of 
the Spa workbox, with the passion-flower wreath ? " 

" I don't know. I was so disgusted, that I would 
not look any more. I never saw such an obnoxious 
girl as that Miss Moy." 

" That she is," said Rosamond. " I should think she 
was acting the fast girl as found in Sensation novels." 



78 THE THREE BRIDES. 

" Exactly," said Cecil, proceeding to narrate the 
proposed election ; and in her need of sympathy 
she even told its sequel, adding, " Rosamond, do you 
know what she meant ? " 

" Is it fair to teil you ? " said Rosamond, asking a 
question she knew to be vain. 

" I must know whether I have been deceived." 

" Never by Raymond ? " cried Rosamond. 

"Never, never, never!" cried Cecil, with most 
unusual excitement " He told me all that concerned 
himself at the very first I wish he had told me who 
it was. How much it would have saved ! Rosamond, 
you know, I am sure." 

" Yes, I made Julius teil me ; but indeed, Cecil, you 
need not mind. Never has a feeling more entirely 
died out" 

" Do you think I do not know that } " said Cecil. 
"Do you think my husband could have been my 
husband if he had not feit tAai? " 

" Dear Cecil, I am so glad," cried impulsive 
Rosamond ; her gladness, in truth, chiefly excited 
by the anger that looked like love for Raymond. 
" I mean, I am glad you see it so, and don't doubt 
him/* 

" I hope we are both above that," said Cecil. " No, 
it is Camilla that I want to know about. I mus^ 
know whether she told me truth." 

" She told ! what did she teil you > " 

"That Ae — Raymond — ^had loved some one,^' said 
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Cecil in a stifled voice; "that I little knew what his 
love could be. I thought it had been for her sister in 
India. She told me that it was nobody in the country. 
But then we were in town." 

" Just like her ! " cried Rosainond^ and wondered 
not to be contradicted. 

" Teil me how it really was ? " only asked Cecil. 

** As far as I know, the attachment grew up with 
Raymond, but it was when the brother was alive, and 
Sir Harry at his worst ; and Mrs. Poynsett did not 
like it, though she gave in at last, and tried to make 
the best of it ; but then she, Camilla — as you call 
her — met the old monster, Lord Tyrrell, made up a 
quarrel, because Mrs. Poynsett would not abdicate, 
and broke it off." 

"She Said Mrs. Poynsett only half consented, 
and that the family grew weary of her persistent 
Opposition." 

" And she made you think it Mrs. Poynsett's doing, 
and that she is not possible to live with ! O Cecil ! 
you will not think that any longer. Don*t you see 
that it is breaking Raymond's heart } *' 

CeciFs tears were starting, and she was very near 
sobbing as she said, " I thought perhaps if we 
were away by ourselves he might come to care for 
me. Ske said he never would while his mother was 
by — that she would not let him." 

" That*s not a bit true ! " said Rosamond, indignantly. 
'* Is it not what she has most at heart, to see her 
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sons happy! When has she ever tried to interfere 
between Julius and me ? Not that she could/' added 
Rosamond to herseif in a happy little whisper, not 
meant to be heard, but it was ; and with actual, though 
suppressed sobs, Cecil exclaimed — 

"O Rose, Rose! what do you do to make your 
husband love you ? " 

" Do ? Be very naughty ! " said Rosamond, forced 
to think of the exigencies of the moment, and adding 
lightly, " There ! it won't do to cry. Here are the 
gentlemen looking round to see what is the matter." 

Ardently did she wish to have been able to put 
Cecil into Raymond's arms and run out of sight, but 
with two men-servants with crossed arms behind, a 
Strange gentleman in front, the streets of Wilsbro' at 
hand, and the raceground impending, sentiment was 
impossible, and she could only make herseif a tonic, 
and declare nothing to be the matter ; while Cecil, 
horrified at attracting notice, righted herseif and made 
protest of her perfect health and comfort. When 
Raymond, always careful of her, stopped the carriage 
and descended from his perch to certify himself 
whether she was equal to going on, his solicitude went 
to her heart, and she gave his hand, as it lay on 
the door an affectionate thankful pressure, which so 
amazed him that he raised his eyes to her face with a 
softness in them that made them for a moment 
resemble Frank's. 

That was all, eniotion must be kcpt at bay, and as 
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vehicles thickened round them as they passed through 
Wilsbro' the two ladies betook themselves to casual 
remarks upon them. Overtaking the Sirenwood car- 
riage just at the turn upoft the down, Raymond had 
no choice but to take up his Station with that on one 
side, and on the other Captain Duncombe's drag, 
where, fluttering with Dark Hagfs colours, were 
perched Mrs. Duncombe and Miss Moy, just in the 
rear of the like conveyance from the barracks. 

Greetings, and invitations to both elevations were 
plentiful, and Rosamond would have feit in her 
element on the military one. She was rapidly 
calculating, with her good-natured eye, whether the 
choice her rank gave her would exclude some eager 
girl, when Cecil whispered, " Stay with me pray," with 
an irresistibly beseeching tone. So the Strangeways 
sisters climbed up, nothing loth ; Lady Tyrrell sat 
with her father, the centre of a throng of gentlemen, 
who welcomed her to the ground where she used to 
be a reigning belle ; and the ColoneFs wife, Mrs. Ross, 
came to sit with Lady Rosamond. The whole was 
perfect enjoyment to the last She feit it a delightful 
taste of her merry old Bohemian days to sit in the 
clear September sunshine, exhilarated by the brilliancy 
and life around, laughing with her own little court of 
officers, exclaiming at every droU episode, holding 
her breath with the thrill of universal expectation 
and excitement, in the wonderful hush of the multi- 
tude as the thud of the hoofs and rush in the wind 
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was heard Coming nearer, straining her eyes as the 
glossy creatures and their gay riders flashed past, 
and setting her whole heart for the moment on the 
one she was told to care for. 

Raymond, seeing his ladies well provided for, gave 
up his reins to the coachman, and started in quest of 
a friend from the other side of the county. About 
an hour later, when luncheon was in füll progress, 
and Rosamond was, by Cecil's languor, driven into 
doing the honours, with her most sunshiny droUery 
and mirth, Raymond*s hand was on the carriage door, 
and he asked in haste, " Can you spare me a glass of 
Champagne ? Have you a scent bottle ? " 

" An accident ? " 

* 

**Yes, no, not exactly. She has been knocked 
down and trampled on." 

"Who? Let me come ! Can't I help ? Could 
Rosamond ? " 

" No, no. It is a poor woman, brutally treated. 
No, I say, TU manage. It is a dreadful scene, don*t/' 

But there was something in his tone which impelled 
Rosamond to open the carriage door and spring out. 

''Rose, I say it is no place for a lady. I can*t 
answer for it to Julius." 

" ril do that. Take me." 

There was no withstanding her, and, after all, 
Raymond's tone betrayed that he was thankful for 
her help, and knew that there was no danger for her. 

He had not many yards to lead her. The regions 
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of thoughtless gaiety were scarcely separated from the 
regions of undisguised evil, and Raymond on his way 
back from his friend, had fallen on a horrible row, in 
which a toy-selling woman had been set upon, thrown 
down and trodden on, and then dragged out by 
the poHce, bleeding and senseless. When he brought 
Rosamond to the spot, she was lying propped against 
a bündle, moaning a little, and guarded by a young 
policeman, who looked perplexed and only equal to 
keeping back the crowd, who otherwise, with better 
or worse purposes, would have rushed back in the 
few minutes during which Mr. Poynsett had been 
absent. 

They feil back, staring and uttering expressions of 
rough wonder at the advance of the lady in her glis- 
tening silk, but as she knelt down by the poor creature 
held her on her arm, bathed her face with scent on her 
own handkerchief, and held to her lips the Champagne 
that Raymond poured out, there was a kind of hoarse 
cheer. 

'• I think her arm is put out," said Rosamond ; " she 
ought to go to the Infirmary." 

" Send for a cab," said Raymond to the policeman ; 
but at that moment the girl opened her eyes, started 
at the sight of him, and tried to hide her face with 
her hand. 

" It is poor Fanny Reynolds," said he in a low 
voice to Rosamond, while the policeman was gruffly 
telling the woman she was better, and ought to get 
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up and not trouble the lady ; but Rosamond waved 
off his too decided assistance, saying : 

" I know who she is ; she comes from my husband's 
parish; and I will take her home. You would like 
to go home, would you not, poor Fanny ? " 

The woman shuddered, but clung to her ; and in a 
minute or two an unwilling fly had been pressed into 
the Service, and the girl lifted into it by Raymond 
and the policeman. 

" You are really going with her ? " said the former. 
'•'You will judge whether to take her home ; but she 
ought to go to the Infirmary first." 

" Teil Cecil I am sorry to desert her," said Rosa- 
mond, as he wrung her hand, then paid the driver 
and gave him directions, the policeman going with 
them to clear the way through the throng to the 
border of the down. 

The choice of the cabman had not been happy. 
He tried to go towards Backsworth, and when bidden 
to go to Wilsbro', growied out an imprecation, and 
dashed off at a pa'ce that was evident agony to the 
poor patient ; but when Rosamond stretched out at 
the window to remonstrate, she was answered with rüde 
abuse that he could not be hindered all day by whims. 
She perceived that he was so much in liquor that their 
connection had better be as brief as possible ; and 
the name on the door showed that he came from 
beyond the circle of influence of the name of Char- 
nock Poynsett She longed to assume the reins, if 
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not to lay the whip about his ears ; but all she could 
do was to try to lessen the force of the jolts by 
Holding up the girl, as the horse was savagely beaten, 
and the carriage so swayed from side to side that she 
began to think it would be well if there were not 
three cases for the Infirmary instead of one. To 
talk to the girl or learn her wishes was not possible, 
among the moans and cries caused by the motion ; 
and it was no small relief to be safely at the 
Infirmary door, though there was no release tili after 
a fierce altercation with the driver, who first denied 
and then laughed to scorn the ample fare he had 
received, so that had any policeman been at hand, 
the porter and house surgeon would have given him 
in Charge, but they could only take his number and 
let him drive off in a fury. 

Poor Fanny was carried away fainting to the 
accident ward, and Rosamond found it would be so 
long before she would be visible again, that it would 
be wiser to go home and send in her relations, but 
there was not a fly or cab left in Wilsbro', and there 
was nothing for it but to walk. 

She found herseif a good deal shaken, and walked 
fast because thus her limbs did not tremble so much, 
while the glaring September afternoon made her miss 
the parasol she had left in the carriage, and find little 
comfort in the shadeless erection on her head. It 
was much further than she had walked for a long 
time past, and she had begun to think she had parted 
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with a good deal of her strength before the Compton 
woods grew more defined, or the church tower came 
any nearer. 

Though the lane to the Reynolds* colony was not 
füll in her way, she was glad to sit down in the shade to 
speak to old Betty, who did not comport herseif accord- 
ing to either extreme common to parents in literature. 

" So Fanny, she be in the 'firmary, be her ? I'm 
sure as 'twas very good of the young Squire and you, 
my lady ; and Tm sorry her*s bin and give you so 
much trouble." 

Everybody was harvesting but the old woman, 
who had the inevitable bad leg. All men and beasts 
were either in the fields or at the races, and Rosa- 
mond, uncertain whether her patient was not in a 
dying State, rejoiced in her recent acquisition of a 
pony carriage, and speeding home with renewed 
energy, roused her " parson's man " from tea in his 
cottage, and ordered him off to take Betty Reynolds 
to See her daughter without loss of tinie, 

Then at length she opened her own gate and 
walked in at the drawing-room window. Terry 
started up from the sofa, and Anne from a chair by 
his side, exclaiming at her appearance, and asking if 
there had been any accident. 

" Not to any of us, but to a poor woman whom I 
have been taking to the Infirmary," she said, sinking 
into a low chair. '* Where's Julius ? *' 

*' He went to see old' George Willett," said Anne. 
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" The poor old man has just heard of the death of 
his daughter at Wilsbro'." 

"And you came to sit with this boy, you good 
creature. How are you, master ? " 

" Oh, better, thanks," he said, with a weary Stretch. 
"How done up you look, Rose! How did you 
come ? " 

" I walked from Wilsbro'." 

" Walked ! " echoed both her hearers. 

" Walked ! I liked my two legs better than the 
four of the horse that brought me there, though 
'twasn't his fault, poor beast, but the brüte of a driver, 
whom we'll have up before the magistrate. IVe got 
the name ; doing his best to dislocate every bone 
in the poor thing's body. Well, and I hope baby 
didn't disturb you ? " 

" Baby has been wonderfuUy quiet. Julius went to 
see after her once, but she was out." 

" rU go and see the young woman, and then come 
and teil my story." 

But Rosamond came back almost instantly, 
exclaiming, " Emma must have taken the baby to the 
Hall. I wish she would be more careful. The sun is 
getting low, and there*s a fog rising." 

" She had not been there when I came down an 
hour ago,'* said Anne; "at least, not with Mrs. 
Poynsett. They may have had her in the house- 
keeper's room. I had better go and hasten her 
home." 
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Julius came in shortly after, but before he had heard 
the tale of Fanny Reynolds, Anne had retumed to 
say that neither child nor nurse had been at the Hall, 
nor passed the large gate that moming. It was 
growing rather alarming. The other servants said 
Emma had taken the baby out as usual in the 
morning, but had not returned to dinner, and they too 
had supposed her at the Hall. None of the depen- 
dants of the Hall in the cottages round knew any- 
thing of her, but at last Dilemma Hornblower 
imparted that she had seen my lady's baby's green 
cloak atop of a tax-cart going towards Wilsbro'. 

Now Emma had undesirable relations, and Rosa- 
mond had taken her in spite of warning that her 
uncle was the keeper of the *' Three Pigeons." The 
young parents stood looking at one another, and 
Rosamond faintly said, " If that girl has taken her to 
the races ! " 

"Tm more afraid of that fever in Water Lane," 

said Julius. " I have a great mind to take the pony 

carriage and see that the girl does not take her there." 

''Oh! I sent it with Betty Reynolds," cried 

Rosamond in an agony. 

At that moment the Hall carriage cam^ dashing up, 
and as Raymond saw the three standing in the road, 
he called to the coachman to stop, for he and his 
friend were now within, and Cecil leaning back, 
looking much tired. Raymond*s eager question was 
what Rosamond had done with her charge. 
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" Left her at the Infirmary ; — but, oh ! yoüVe not 
Seen baby ? " 

" Seen — seen what ! your baby ? " asked Raymond, 
as if he thought Rosamond's senses astray, while 
his bachelor friend was ready to laugh at a young 
mother's alarms, all the more when Julius answered, 
" It is too true ; the baby and her nurse have not 
been seen here since ten o*clock ; and we are seriously 
afraid the girl may have been beguiled to those races. 
There is a report of the child's cloak having been 
seen on a tax-cart." 

" Then it was so," exclaimed Cecil starting forward. 
" I saw a baby*s mantle of that peculiar green, and it 
Struck me that some farmer*s wife had been aping 
little Julians." 

" Where ? When ? " cried Rosamond. 

" They passed us, trying to find a place. I did 
not show it to you, for you were talking to those 
gentlemen." 

" Did you see it, Brown ? " asked Julius, going 
towards the coachman. "Our baby and nurse, I 
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" I can*t teil about Miss Charnock, sir," said the 
coachman, " but I did think I remarked two young 
females with young Gadley in a tax-cart. I would 
not be alarmed^ sir, nor my lady," he added, with the 
freedom of a confidential servant, who, like all the 
household, adored Lady Rosamond. " It was a giddy 
thing in the young woman to have done; and no 
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place to take the young lady to. But there — there 
were more infants there than a man could count, 
and it Stands to reason they come to no härm." 

" The most sensible thing that has been said yet/' 
muttered the friend ; but Rosamond was by no means 
pg,cified. " Gadley's cart ! The/11 go to that horrid 
public-house in Water Lane where there's typhus and 
diphtheria and everything; and there's this fog — 
and that girl will never wrap her up. Oh ! why did I 
ever go ! " 

" My dear Rose/' said Julius, trying to speak with 
masculine composure, " this is nonsense. Depend 
upon it, Emma is only anxious to get her home." 

" I don't know, I don't know ! If she could take her 
to the races, she would be capable of taking her any- 
where ! They all go and drink at that beer-shop, and 
catch Julius, the pony carriage ! Oh ! it*s gone ! " 

" Yes," said Julius in explanation. " She sent Betty 
Reynolds into Wilsbro' in it." 

" Get in, Rosamond," cried Cecil, " we will drive 
back tili we find her." 

But this was more than a good coachman could 
permit for his horses* sake, and Brown declared they 
must be fed and rested before the ball. Cecil was 
ready to give up the ball, but still they could not be 
taken back at once ; and Rosamond had by this time 
turned as if setting her face to walk at once to the 
race-ground until she found her child, when Raymond 
said, " Rose ! would you be afraid to trust to King 
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Coal and me ? I would put him in at once and drive 
you tili you find Julia." 

** Oh ! Raymond, how good you are ! " 

The coachman, glad of this Solution, only waited 
to pick up Anne, and hurried on his horses, while the 
bachelor friend could not help grunting a little, and 
observing that it was piain there was only one child 
in the family, and that he would take any bet " it " 
was at home all right long before Poynsett reached 
the parsonage. 

** May be so/' said Raymond, " but I would do any- 
thing rather than leave her mother in the distress you 
take so easily." 

" Besides, there's every chance of her being taken 
to that low public-house," said Cecil. " One that Mr. 
Poynsett would not allow our servants to go to during 
the bazaar, though it is close to the town-hall, and all 
the others did." 

"Let US hope that early influenae may prevent 
contamination," solemnly said the friend. 

Cecil turned from him. " I still hope she may be 
at home," she said ; " it is getting very chill and 
foggy. Raymond, I hope you may not have to go." 

"You must lie down and get thoroughly rested," 
he said, as he helped her out ; and only waiting to 
«quip himself for the evening dance, he hurried to the 
5tables to expedite the harnessing of the powerful 
and fiery steed which had as yet been only experi- 
mentally driven by himself and the coachman. 
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Rosamond was watching, and when King Coal was 
with difficulty pulled up, she made but one spring to 
the seat of the dog-cart ; and Julius, who was tucking 
in the rüg, had to leap back to save his foot, so in- 
stantaneous was the dash forward. They went like 
the wind, Rosamond not caring to speak, and Ray- 
mond had quite enough on his hands to be glad not 
to be required to talk, while he steered through the 
numerous vehicles they met, and she scanned them 
anxiously for the outline of Emma's hat. At last 
they reached Wilsbro', where, as they came to the 
entrance of Water Lane, Rosamond, through the hazy 
gaslight, declared that she saw a tax-cart at the door of 
the ** Three Pigeons," and Raymond, albeit uncertain 
whether it were the tax-cart, could only turn down 
the lane at her bidding, with difficulty preventing 
King Coal from running his nose into the vehicle. 
Something like an infant's cry was heard through the 
open door, and before he knew what she was about, 
Rosamond was on the pavement and had rushed into 
the house ; and while he was signing to a man to 
take the horse's head, she was out again, the gaslight 
catching her eyes so that they glared like a tigress's, 
her child in her arms, and a whole Babel of explain- 
ing tongues behind her. How she did it neither she 
nor Raymond ever knew, but in a second she* had 
flown to her perch, saying hoarsely, "Drive me to 
Dr. Worth's. They were drugging her. I don't know 
whether I was in time. No, not a word " — (this to 
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those behind) — " never let me see any of you 
again." 

King Goal prevented all further words of explana- 
tion by dancing round, so that Raymond was rejoiced 
at finding that nobody was run over. They were off 
again instantly, while Rosamond vehemently clasped 
the child, which was sobbing out a feeble sound, as 
if quite spent with crying, but without which the 
mother seemed dissatisfied, for she moved the poor 
little thing about if it ceased for a moment They 
were soon within Dr. Worth's iron gates, where 
Raymond could give the horse to a servant, help his 
sister-in-law down, and speak for her ; for at first she 
only held up the phial she had clutched, and gazed 
at the doctor speechlessly. 

He looked well both at the bottle and the baby 
while Raymond spoke, and then said, " Are you sure 
she took any, Lady Rosamond ? " 

"Quite, quite sure!" cried Rosamond. "The 
spoon was at her lips, the dear little helpless 
darling ! " 

" Well, then," said the doctor, dryly, " it only re- 
mains to be proved whether an aristocratic baby can 
bear populär treatment. I dare say some hundred 
unlucky infants have been lugged out to the race- 
course to-day, and come back squalling their hearts 
out with fatigue and hunger, and TU be bound that 
nine-tenths are luUed with this very sedative, and 
will be none the worse." 
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"Then you do not think it will hurt her ? " 
" So far from it, that, under the circumstances, it was 
the best thing she could have. She has plainly been 
exhausted, and though I would not exactly recom- 
mend the practice in your nursery, I doubt if she 
could have taken nourishment tili she had been com- 
posed. She will sleep for an hour or two, and by 
that time you can get her home, and feed her as 
usual. I should be more anxious about Lady 
Rosamond herseif," he added, turning to Raymond. 
" She looks completely worn out. Let me order you 
a basin of soup." 

But Rosamond would not hear of it, she must get 
baby home directly. Raymond advised a fly, but it 
was recollected that none were attainable between 
the races and the ball, so the little one was muffled 
in shawls and cloaks almost to suffocation, and the 
doctor forced a glass of wine on her mother, and 
promised to look in the next day. Still they had a 
delay at the door, caused by the penitent Emma and 
her aunt, bent on telling how far they had been from 
intending any härm ; how Emma, when carrying the 
baby out, had been over-persuaded by the cousins 
she had never disappointed before ; how they had 
faithfuUy promised to take her home early, long 
before my lady*s return ; how she had taken baby*s 
bottle, but how it had got broken; how inApossible 
it had been to move off the ground in the throng; 
and how the poor baby*s inconsolable cries had 
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caused the young nurse to turn aside to see whether 
her aunt could find anything to prevent her from 
screaming herseif into convulsions. 

Nothing but the most determined volubility on Mrs. 
Gadley's part could have poured this into the ears of 
Raymond ; Rosamond either could not or would not 
heed, pushed forward, past the weeping Emma, and 
puUed away her dress with a shudder, when there 
was an attempt to draw her back and make her listen. 

" Don*t, girl," said Raymond. " Don't you see that 
Lady Rosamond can't attend to you ? If you have 
anything to say, you must come another time. You Ve 
done quite enough mischief for the present." 

** Yes/^ said the doctor, " teil your brother to put 
them both to bed, and keep them quiet. I should 
Hke to prescribe the same for you, Mr. Poynsett ; you 
don't look the thing, and I suppose you are going to 
take the ball by way of remedy." 

Raymond thanked the doctor, but was too much 
employed in enveloping his passengers to make 
further reply. 

It was quite dark, and the fog had turned to misty 
rain, soft and still, but all pervading, and Rosamond 
found it impossible to hold up an umbrella as well 
as to guard the baby, who was the only passenger 
not soaked and dripping by the time they were 
among the lighted Windows of the village. 

" Oh, Raymond ! Raymond ! " she then said, in a 
husky, dreamy voice, " how good and kind you have 
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been. I know there was something that would make 
you very, very glad ! " 

" Is there ? " he said. " I have not met with 
anything to make me glad for a long time past ! " 

" And I don*t seem able to recoUect what it was, 
or even if I ought to teil," said Rosamond, in the 
same faint, bewild ered voice, which made Raymond 
very glad they were at the gate, where stood Julius. 

But before Rosamond would descend into her 
husband's arms, she opened all her child's mufflings, 
saying, "Kiss her, kiss her,. Raymond — how she shall 
love you ! " And when he had obeyed, and Rosa- 
mond had handed the little one down to her father, 
she pressed her own wet cheek against his dripping 
beard and moustache, and exclaimed, "Fll never 
forget your goodness. Have you got her safe, Julius ? 
ril never, never go anywhere again ! " 



CHAPTER V. 

THE PEBBLES. 

** O no, no, no ; 'tis true. Here, take this too ; 
It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't. Let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; love, 
Where there's another man." 

Cymbeline. 

When Julius, according to custom, opened his study 
shutters, at half-past six, to a bright sunrise, his eldest 
brother stood before the window. "Well, how are 
they ? " he said. 

*' All right, thank you ; the child woke, had some 
food, and slept well and naturally after it ; and Rose 
has been quite comfortable and at rest since mid- 
night. You saved us from a great deal, Raymond." 

*• Ah ! " with a sound of deep relief ; " may Julia 
only turn out as sweet a piece of womanhood as her 
mother. Julius, I never understood half what that 
dear wife of yours was tili yesterday." 

" I was forced to cut our gratitude very short," said 
Julius, laying his hand on his brother's Shoulder. 

VOL. II. H 
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"You know IVe always taken your kindness as a 
matter of course." 

" I should think so," said Raymond, the more 
moved of the two. *' I teil you, Julius, that Rosa- 
mond was to me the only redeeming element in the 
day. I wanted to know whether you could walk with 
me to ask after that poor girl ; I hear she came home 
with her grandmother.'* 

" Gladly," said Julius. " I ought to have gone last 
night ; but what with Rose, and the baby, and Terry, 
I am afraid I forgot everything." He disappeared, 
and presently issued from the front door in his broad 
hat, while Raymond inquired for Terry. 

*' He is asleep now, but he has been very restless, 
and there is something about him I don't like. Did 
not Worth say he would come and look at the 
baby ? " 

" Yes, but chiefly to pacify Rosamond, about whom 
he was the most uneasy." 

" She ' is quite herseif now ; but you look overdone, 
Raymond. Have you had any sleep } " 

*' I have not lain down. When we came home at 
four o'clock, Cecil was quite knocked up, excited and 
bysterical. Her maid advised me to leave her to 
her ; so I took a bath, and came down to wait for you." 

Julius would have liked to see the maid who could 
have soothed his Rosamond last night without him ! 
He only said, however, " Is Frank come down } My 
, mother rather expected him." 
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" Yes, he came to the race-ground." 

" Indeed ! He was not with you when you came 
back, or were we not sufficiently rational to see 
him ? '' 

" Duncombe gave a dinner at the hotel, and carried 
him off to it. Fm mortally afraid there's something 
amiss in that quarter. What, didn't you know that 
Duncombe's filly failed ? *' 

" No, indeed, I did not." 

" The town was ringing with it Beaten out-and- 
out by Fair Phyllida ! a beast that took them all by 
surprise — nothing to look at— but causing, I fancy, a 
good deal of distress. They say the Duncombes 
will be done for. I only wish Frank was clear ; but 
that uphappy engagement has thrown him in with Sir 
Harry's set, and he was with them all day — ^hardly 
spoke to me. To a fellow like him, a veteran scamp 
like old Vivian, with his benignant looks, is ten times 
more dangerous than men of his own age. However, 
having done the damage, they seem to have thrown 
him off. Miss Vivian would not speak to him at 
the ball." 

" Eleonora ! I don't know how to think it ! " 

"What you cannot tAink, a Vivian can do and 
does ! " said Raymond, bitterly. " My belief is that 
he was decoyed into being fleeced by the father, and 
now they have done their worst, he is cast off. He 
came home with us, but sat outside, and I could not 
get a Word out of him." 

H 2 
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" I hope my mother may." 

" If he be not too far gone for her. I always did 
expect some such termination, but not with this 
addition." 

" I doh't understand it now — Lena ! " 

" I only wonder at your surprise. The girl has 
been estranged from us all for a long time. If it is at 
an end, so much the better. I only wish we vvere none 
of US ever to see the face of one of them again." 

Julius knew from his wife that there were hopes for 
Raymond, but of course he might not speak, and he 
was revolving these words, which had a vehemence 
unlike the wont of the Speaker, when he was startled 
by Raymond's saying, "Julius, you were right. I 
have come to the conclusion that no consideration 
shall ever make me sanction races again." 

" I am glad," began Julius. 

" You would not be glad if you had seen all I saw 
yesterday. You must have lent me your eyes, for 
when you spoke before of the evils, I thought you had 
picked up a Utopian notion, and were running a-muck 
with it, like an enthusiastic young clergyman. For 
my own part I can*t say I ever came across anything 
offensive. Of course I know where to find it, as one 
does wherever one goes, but there was no call to run 
after it ; and as we were used to the affair, it was a 
mere matter of society " 

" No, it could never be any temptation to you," said 
Julius. 
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" No, nor to any other reasonable man ; and I 
should add, though perhaps you might not allow it, 
that so long as a man keeps within his means, he has a 
right to enhance his excitement and amusement by 
bets." 

" Umph ! He has a right then to tempt others to 
their ruin, and create a class of speculators who live by 
gambling." 

" You need not go on trying to demolish me. I 
was going to say that I had only thought of the de- 
moralization, from the betting side ; but yesterday, it 
was as if you had fascinated my eyes to look behind 
the scenes. I could not move a step without falling 
on something abominable. Roughs, with every 
passion up to fever-pitch, ferocity barely kept down 
by fear of the police, gambling every where, innocent 
young things looking on at coarseness as part of the 
humour of the day, foul language, swarms of vaga- 
bond creatures, whose trade is to minister to the 
licence of such occasions. I declare that your wife 
was the only being I saw display a spark of any 
sentiment human nature need not blush for ! " 

" Nay, Raymond, I begin to wonder whose is the 
exaggerated feeling now." 

" You were not there," was the answer ; and they 
were here interrupted by crossing the path of the 
policeman, evidently füll of an official communi- 
cation. 

" I did not expect to see you so early, sir," he said. 
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" I was Coming to the Hall to report to you after I had 
been in to the Superintendent.'* 

" What 18 it ? " 

'* There has been a burglary at Mrs. Hornblower's, 
sir. If you please, sir," to Julius, "when is the 
Reverend Mr. Bowater expected home ? " 

" Not before Monday. Is anything of his taken } " 

" Yes, sir. A glass case has been broken open, and 
a silver cup and oar, prizes for sports at College, I 
believe, have been abstracted. Also the money from 
the tili below ; and I am sorry to say, young Horn- 
blower is absconded, and suspicion lies heavy on 
him. They do say the young man staked heavily on 
that mare of Captain Duncombe's." 

"You had better go on to the Superintendent 
now," Said Raymond. " You can come to me for a 
summons if you can find any traces." 

Poor Mrs. Hornblower, what horror for her! and 
poor Herbert too, who would acutely feel this in- 
gratitude. The blackness of it was beyond what 
Julius thought probable in the lad, and the discussion 
of it occupied the brothers tili they reached the 
Reynolds colony, where they were received by the 
daughter-in-law, a much more civilized person than 
old Betty. 

After Fanny's dislocated arm had been set, the 
surgeon had sent her home in the Rectory carriage, 
saying there was so much fever in Wilsbro', that she 
would be likely to recover better at home ; but she 
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had been suffering and feverish all night, and Dan 
Reynolds was now gone in quest of " Drake/* for 
whom she had been calling all night. 

" Is he her husband ? " asked Julius, 

"Well, I don't know, sir; leastways, Granny says 
he ought to be answerable for what's required." 

Mrs. Reynolds further betrayed that the family had 
not been ignorant of Fanny*s career since she had run 
away from home, leaving her child on her grand- 
mother's hands. She had made her home in one of 
the yellow vans which circulate between fairs and 
races, driving an ostensible trade in cheap toys, but 
really existing by setting up games which were 
in fact, forms of gambling, according to the taste of 
the people and the toleration of the police. From 
time to time, she had appeared at home, late in the 
evening, with small sums of money and presents for 
her boy ; and Mrs. Dan believed that she thoughther* 
seif as good as married to " that there Drake." She 
was reported to be asleep, and the place "all of a 
caddle," and Julius promised to call later in the day. 

"Yes, sir," said Mrs. Reynolds; "it would be a 
rigbt good thing, poor girl. SheVe a kind heart, 
they all do say; not as I know, not Coming here 
tili she was gone, nor wanting to know much on her, 
for 'twas a right bad way she was in, and 'twere 
well if them nasty races were put down by Act 
of Parliament, for they be the very ruin of the girls 
in these parts," 
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" There's a new Suggestion, Raymond," said Julius, 
as he shut the garden gate. 

Raymond was long in answering, and when he 
spoke, it was to say, "I shall withdraw from the 
subscription to the Wilsbro' Cup." 

" So much the better." 

Then Raymond began discussing the terms of the 
letter in which he would State his reasons, but with 
an amount of excitement that made Julius say, " I 
should think it better not to write in this first heat. 
It will take more effect if it is not so visibly done on 
the spur of the moment" 

But the usually deliberate Raymond exclaimed, *' I 
cannot rest tili it is done. I feel as if I must be like 
Lady Macbeth, continually washing my hands of all 
this wreck and ruin." 

" No wonder ; but I should think there was great 
need of caution — to use your own words." 

^ My seat must go, if this is to be the price," said 
Raymond. '* I feit through all the speeches at that 
gilt-gingerbread place, that it was a monument of 
my truckling to expediency. We began the whole 
thing at the wrong end, and I fear we are beginning 
to see the effects." 

"Do you mean that you are anxious about that 
fever in Water Lane ? " 

"There was an oppressive sickly air about every- 
thing, strongest at the ball. I can't forget it," said 
Raymond, taking off his hat, so that the morning air 
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might play abput his temples. *'We talked about 
meddling women, but the truth was that they were 
shaming us by doing what they could." 

" I hope others will see it so. Is not Whitlock 
to be mayor next time ? '* 

"Yes. He may do something. Well, they will 
hardly unseat me ! I should not like to see Moy 
in my place, and it would be a sore thing for my 
mother ; but," he continued, in the same stränge, 
dreamy manner, ''everythiing has turned out so 
wretchedly that I hardly know or care how it goes." 

" My dear old fellow ! " 

Raymond had stopped to lean over a gate, where 
he could look up to the old red house in the green 
park, set in brightly-tinted trees, all aglow in the 
morning sunshine. Tears had sprung on his cheeks, 
and a suppressed sob heaved his ehest. Julius 
ventured to say, " Perhaps there may yet be a change 
of mind." 

" No ! " was the answer. ^* In the present Situation 
there is nothing for it but to sacrifice my last shred of 
peace to the one who has the chief right — in a certain 
way." 

They walked on, and he hardly spoke again tili, as 
they reached the Rectory, Julius persuaded him to 
•come in and have a cup of tea ; and though he 
said he must go back and see his friend off, he 
•could not withstand the sight of Rosamond at the 
window, fresh and smiling, with her child in her arms. 
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"Nota bit the worsefor her dissipation," she merrily 
Said. " Oh, the naughty little thing ! — ^to have begun 
with the Turf, and then the ' Three Pigeons ! ' Aren't 
you ashamed of her, papa ? Sit down, Raymond ; 
how horribly tired you do look." 

** Ha ! What's this ? " exclaimed Julius, who had 
been opening the post-bag. " Here's a note from the 
Bishop, desiring me to come to the palace to-day, if 
possible." 

" Oh ! " cried Raymond. " What is there vacant — 
isn't there a canonry or a chaplaincy ? " 

" Or an archbishopric or two ? " said Julius. " The 
pony can do it, I think, as there will be a long rest. 
If he seems fagged, I can put up at Backsworth and 
take a fly." 

*' You'll let James drive you," said Rosamond. 

" I had rather not," said Julius. " It may be better 
to be alone." 

" He is afraid of betraying his elevation to James," 
laughed Rosamond. 

" Mrs. Daniel Reynolds to see you, sir." 

This was with the information that that there 
trapesing chap, Drake, had fetched off poor Fanny 
in his van. He had been in trouble himself, having 
been in custody for some misdemeanor when she 
was thrown down ; but as soon as he was released, he 
had cdme in search öf her, and though at first he 
seemed willing to leave her to be nursed at home, he 
had no sooner heard of the visitors of that morning 
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than he had sworn he would have no parson meddling 
with his poor gal ! she was good enough for him, and 
he would not have a pack of nonsense put in her head 
to set her against him. 

" He's good to her, sir," said Mrs. Reynolds, " I 
think he be ; but he is a very Ignorant man. He 
tell'd US once as he was born in one of they vans, 
and had'nt never been to school nor nothin*, nor 
heard teil of God, save in the way of bad words : 
heVe done nothin* but go from one races and fairs to 
another, just like the gipsies, though he bain*t a gipsy 
neither ; but he's right down attacted to poor Fanny, 
and good to her." 

" Another product of the System," said Raymond. 

" Like the gleeman, whom we see through a pic- 
turesque medium," said Julius; "but who could not 
have been pleasant to the mediaeval clergyman, I 
have hopes of poor Fanny yet. She will drift home 
one of these days, and we shall get hold of her." 

"What a fellow you are for hopingl" returned 
Raymond, a little impatiently. 

" Why not ? " said Julias. 

"Why.? I should say " replied Raymond, 

setting out to walk home, where he presided over 
his friend's breakfast and departure, and received a 
little banter over his solicitude for the precious infant. 
Cecil was still in bed, and Frank was looking ghastly, 
and moved and spoke like one in a dream. Raymond 
was relieved to hear him pleading with Susan for 
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admission to his mother's room much earlier than 
usual. 

Susan took pity and let him in ; when at once he 
flung himself into a chair, with his face hidden on the 
bed, and exclaimed, " Mother, it is all over with me ! " 

" My dear boy, what can have happened ? " 

" Mother, you remember those two red pebbles. 
Could you believe that she has sold hers?" 

" Are you sure she has ? I heard that they had 
a collection of such things from the lapidary at 
Rockpier." 

"No, mother, that is no explanation. When I 
found that I should be abk to come down, I sent 
a Card to Lady Tyrrell, saying I would meet them on 
the race-ground — a post-card, so that t^^a might see 
it. When I came there was no Lena, only some 
•excuse about resting for the ball — lying down with a 
bad headache, and so forth — making it piain that I 
need not go on to Sirenwood. By and by there was 
some mild betting with the ladies, and Lady Tyrrell 
Said, * There^s a chance for you, Bee ; don*t I see the 
very fellow to Conny*s charm ? " Whereupon that girl 
Conny puUed out the very stone I gave Lena three 
years ago at Rockpier. I asked ; yes, I asked — Lena 
had sold it ; Lena, at the bazaar ; Lena, who " 

" Stay, Frank, is this trusting Lena as she bade you 
trust her ? How do vou know that there were no other 
such pebbles } " 

"You have not seen her as I have done. There 
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has been a gradual alienation — ^holding aloof from us, 
and throwing herseif into the arms of those Strange- 
ways. It is no fault of her sister's. She has lamented 
it to me." 

" Or pointed it out. Did she know the history of 
these pebbles ? '* 

"No one did. Lena was above all reserved with 
her." 

" Camilla Tyrrell knows a good deal more than she 
is told. Where's your pebble ? You did not stake 
that ? " 

" Those who had one were welcome to the other." 

" Oh, my poor foolish Frank ! May it not be gone 
to teil the same tale of you that you think was told of 
her ? Is this all ? " 

" Would that it were ! " 

" Well, go on, my dear. Was she at the ball ? " 

" Surrounded by all that set. I was long in getting 
near her, and then she said • her card was füll ; and 
when I made some desperate entreaty, she said, in an 
undertone that stabbed me by its very calmness, 
* After what has passed to-day, the less we meet the 
better.' And she moved away, so as to cut me off 
from another word." 

** After what had passed ! Was it the parting with 
the stone ? " 

" Not only. I got a few words with Lady TyrrelL 
She told me that early impressions had given Lena a 
kind of fanatical horror of betting, and that she had 
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long ago made a sort of vow against a betting-man. 
Lady Tyrrell said she had laughed at it, but had no 
notion it was seriously meant ; and I — I never even 
heardofit!" 

" Nor are you a betting-man, my Frank." 

*' Ay ? mother, you have not heard all." 

*' You are not in a scrape, my boy ? " 

" Yes, I am. You see I lost my head after the peb- 
ble transaction. I couldn't stand small talk, or bear to 
go near Raymond, so I got among some other fellows 
with Sir Harry " 

*' And excitement and distress led you on ? ** 

"I don't know what came over me. I could not 
stand still for fear I should feel. I must be mad on 
something. Then, that mare of Duncombe's, poor 
fellow, seemed a personal affair to us all ; and Sir 
Harry^ and a few other knotving old hands, went 
working one up, tili betting higher and higher seemed 
the only way of supporting Duncombe, besides re- 
Heving one's feelings. I know it was being no end of 
a fool ; but you haven't feit it, mother ! " 

**And Sir Harry took your bets ? " 

" One must fare and fare alike," said Frank. 

" How much have you lost } " 

"IVe lost Lena, that*s all I know," said the poor 
boy; but he produced his book, and the sum appalled 
him. "Mother," he said, in a broken voice, "there's 
no fear of its happening again. I can never feel like 
this again. I know it is the first time one of your 
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sons has served you so, and I can't even talk of 
sorrow, it seems all swallowed up in the other matter. 
But if you will help me to meet it, I will pay you 
back ten or twenty pounds every quarter/' 

" I think I can, Frankie. I had something in hand 
towards my own possible flitting. Here is the key of 
my desk. Bring me my banker's book and my cheque 
book." 

**Mother! mother!" he cried, catching her hand 
and kissing it, " what a mother you are ! " 

"You understand," she said, "that it is because I 
believe you were not master of yourself, and that this 
is the exception, not the habit, that I am willing to 
do all I can for you." 

"The habit 1 No, indeed! I never staked more 
than a box of gloves before ; but what's the good, if 
she has made a vow against me ?" 

Mrs. Poynsett was silent for a few moments, then 
she said, "My poor boy, I believe you are both 
victims of a plot I suspect that Camilla Tyrrell 
purposely let you see that pebble-token and be 
goaded into gambling, that she might have a story 
to teil her sister, when she had failed to shake her 
constancy and principle in any other way." 

"Mother, that would make her out a fiend. She 
has been my good and candid friend all along. You 
don't know her." 

" What would a friend have done by you yesterday .^" 
"She neither saw nor heard my madness. No, 
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mother, Lenore's heart has been going from me for 
months päst, and she is glad of this plea for release, 
believing me unworthy. Oh ! that stern face of hers l 
set like a head of Justice, with not a shade of pity — 
so beautiful — ^so terrible ! It will never cease to 
haunt me." 

He sat in deep despondency, while Mrs. Poynsett 
overlooked her resources ; but presently he started up 
saying, " There's one shadow of a hope. TU go over 
to Sirenwood, insist on seeing her and having an 
explanation. I have a right, whatever I did yesterday ; 
and you have forgiven me for that, mother ! " 

"I think it is the most hopeful way. If you can 
see her without interposition, you will at least come 
to an understanding. Here, you had better take this 
cheque for Sir Harry.'* 

When he was gone, she wondered whether she 
had been justified in encouraging him in defending 
Eleonora. Was this not too like another form of 
the treatment Raymond had experienced ? Her 
heart bled for her boy, and she was ready to cry 
aloud, "Must that woman always be the destroyer 
of my sons' peace ? " 

When Frank returned, it was with a face that 
appalled her by its blank despair, as he again flung 
himself down beside her. 

" She is gone," he said. 

" Gone ! " 

*' Gone, and with the Strangeways. I saw her." 
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" Spoke to her ? " 

" Oh no. The carriage turned the coraer as I crossed 
the road. The two girls were there, and she " 

" Going with them to the Station ? " 

*'I thought so; I went to the house, meaning to 
leave my enclosure for Sir Harry and meet her on 
her way back ; but I heard she was gone to stay with 
Lady Susan in Yorkshire. Sir Harry was not up, 
nor Lady Tyrrell/' 

Mrs. Poynsett's hope failed, though she was relieved 
that Camilla's tongfue had not been in action. She 
was dismayed * at the prone exhausted manner in 
which Frank lay, partly on the floor, partly against 
her couch, with his face hidden. 

" Do you know where she is gone ? " 

" Yes, Revelrig, Cleveland, Yorkshire." 

" I will write to her. Whatever may be her inten- 
tions, they shall not be carried out under any misre- 
presentation that I can contradict. You have been 
a foolish fellow, Frankie; but you shall not be painted 
worse than you are. She owes you an explanation, 
and I will do my best that you shall have it. My 
dear, what is the matter.^" 

She rang her bell hastily, and upheld the sinking 
head tili help came. He had not lost consciousness, 
and called it giddiness, and he was convicted of having 
never gone to bed last night, and having eaten nothing 
that morning ; but he turned against the wine and 
50up with which they tried to dose him, and, looking 
VOL. II. I 
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crushed and bewildered, said he would go and lie 
down in his own room. 

Raymond went up with him, and returaed saying 
he only wanted to be alone, with his face from the 
light; and Mrs. Poynsett, gazing at her eldest son, 
thought he looked as ill and sunken as his younger 
brothen 



CHAPTER VI. 

A STICKIT MINISTER. 

** And the boy not out of him." 

Tennyson's Queen Mary. 

Julius had only too well divined the cause of his 
summons. He found Herbert Bowater's papers on 
the table before the Bishop, and there was no denying 
that they showed a declension since last year, and 
that though, from men without his advantages, they 
would have been passable, yet from him they were 
evidences of neglect of study and thought. Nor 
could the cause be ignored by anyone who had kept 
an eye on the cricket reports in the county paper; 
but Herbert was such a nice, hearty, innocent fellow, 
and his father was so much respected, that it was with 
great reluctance that his rejection was decided on, 
and his Rector had been sent for in case there should 
be any cause for extenuation. 

Julius could not say there was. He was greatly 
grieved and personally ashamed, but he could plead 
nothing but his own failure to influence the young 

I 2 
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man enough to keep him out of a rage for amusement, 
of which the quantity, not the quality, was the evil. 
So poor Herbert was sent for to hear his fate, and 
came back looking stunned. He hardly spoke tili 
they were in the fly that Julius had brought from 
Backsworth, and then the untamed schoolboy broke 
forth, " What are you doing with me ? I say, I can't 
go back to Compton like a dog in a string." 

" Where will you go ? " 

" I don't care. To Jericho at once, out of the way 
of everyone. I teil you what, Rector, it was the most 
ridiculous examination I ever went up for, and Fm 
not the only man that says so. There was Rivers, of 
St Mary's at Backsworth, — ^he says the questions 
were perfectly unreasonäble, and what no one could 
be prepared for. This fellow Danvers is a new 
hand, and they are always worst, setting one a lot of 
subjects of no possible use but to catch one out. I 
should like to ask him now what living soul at 
Compton he expects to be the better for my views on 
the right reading of " 

Julius interrupted the passionate tones at the lodge 
by saying, "If you wish to go to Jericho, you must 
give directions." 

Herbert gave something between a laugh and a 
growl. 

" I left the pony at Backsworth. Will you come 
with me to Strawyers and wait in the park tili I send 
Jenny out to you ? " 
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" No, I say. I know my father will be in a greater 
rage than he ever was in his life, and I won't go 
sneaking about I'd Uke to go to London, to some 
hole where no one would ever hear of me. If I were 
not in Orders already, Fd be off to the ivory-hunters 
in Africa, and never be heard of more. If this was 
to be, I wish they had found it out a year ago, and 
then I should not have been bound," continued the 
poor young fellow, in his simplicity, thinking his 
thoughts aloud, and his sweet candid nature beginning 
to recover its balance. " Now I'm the most wretched 
fellow going. I know what IVe undertaken. It's 
not your fault, nor poor Joanna's. YouVe all been 
at me, but it only made me worse. What could my 
father be thinking of to make a parson of a fellow 
like me ? Well, I must face it out sooner or later at 
Compton, and I had better do it there than at home, 
even if my father would have me." 

*' I must go to Strawyers. The Bishop gave me a 
letter for your father, and I think it will break it a 
little for your mother. Would you wait for me at 
Rood House ? You could go into the chapel, and if 
they wish for you, I could return and fetch you." 

Herbert caught at this as a relief, and orders were 
given accordingly. It seemed a cruel moment to teil 
him of young Homblower's evasion and robbery, 
but the police wanted the description of the articles ; 
and, in fact, nothing would have so brought home to 
him that, though Compton might not appreciate 
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minutiae of Greek criticism, yet the habit of diligence, 
of which it was the test, might make a difference 
there. The Hngering self-justification was swept away 
by the sense of the härm his pleasure-seeking had 
done to the lad whom he had once influenced. He 
had been fond and proud of his trophies, but he 
scarcely wasted a thought on them, so abscMrbed was 
he in the thought of how he had lorded it over the 
youth with that late rebuke. The blame he had 
refused to take on himself then came füll upon him 
now, and he reproached himself too much to be 
angered at the treachery and ingratitude. 

** I can't prosecute/' he said, when Julius asked for 
the description he had promised to procure. 

" We must judge whether it would be true kindness 
to refrain, if he is captured/' said Julius. " I had not 
time to see his mother, but Rosamond will do what 
she can for her, poor woman." 

** How shall I meet her ? " sighed Herbert ; and so 
they arrived at the tranquil little hospital and passed 
under the deep archway into the grey quadrangle, 
bright with autumn flowers, and so to the chapel. 
As they advanced up the solemn and beautiful aisle 
Herbert dropped on his knees with his hands over 
his face. Julius knelt beside him for a moment, laid 
his hand on the curly brown hair, whispered a prayer 
and a blessing, and then left him ; but ere reaching 
the door, the low choked sobs of anguish of heart 
could be heardc 
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A few Steps more, and in the broad walk along the 
quadrangle, Julius met the frail bowed figure with his 
saintly face, that seemed to have come out of some 
sacred bygone age. 

Julius told his errand. "If you,could have seen 
him just now," he said, "you would see how much 
more hope there is af him than of many who never 
technically fail, but have not the same tender,. generous 
heart, and free humility." 

" Yes, many a priest might now be thankful if some 
check had come on him." 

"And if he had met it with this freedom from 
bitterness. And it would be a great kindness to keep 
him here a day or two. Apart from being with you, 
the showing himself at Compton or at Strawyers on 
Sunday would be hard on him." 

" I will ask him. I will gladly have him here as 
long as the quiet may be good for him. My nephew, 
William, will be here tili the end of the Long Vaca- 
tion, but I must go to St. Faith's on Monday to 
conduct the retreat." 

" I leave him in your hands then, and will call as 
I return to see what is settled, and report what his 
family wish. I grieve more for them than for himself." 

Julius first encountered Jenny Bowater in the village 
making farewell calls. He stopped the carriage and 
joined her, and not a word was needed to teil her that 
something was amiss. "You have come to teil us 
something," she said. '* Herbert has failed ? " 
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papcrs " 



"Prayers are sometimes answered as we do not 
expect," Said Julius. " I believe it will be the making 
of him." 

** Oh, but how will mamma ever bear it ! " cried 
Jenny. 

" We must remind her that it is only a matter of 
delay, not rejection," said Julius. 

" Have you seen him ? " 

" Yes, the Bishop sent for me, and asked me to see 
your father. It was partly from slips in critical 
knowledge, which betrayed the want of study, and 
the general want of thought and progress, and all 
the rest of it, in his papers- 

" Just the fact— 

" Yes, which a man of less reality and more super- 
ficial quickness might have concealed by mere intel- 
lectual answers, though it might have been much 
worse for him in the end." 

''Where is he ? " 

** At Rood House. Unless your mother wishes for 
him here, he had better stay there tili he can bear to 
come ariiong us again." 

*' Much better, indeed," said Jenny. " I only hope 
papa and mamma will see how good it is for him to 
be there. O Julius, if he is taking it in such a spirit, 
I can think it all right for him ; but for them — for 
them, it is very hard to bear. Nothing ever went 
wrong with the boys before, and Herbert — mamma's 
darling ! " Her eyes were füll of tears. 
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*' I wish he had had a better rector," said Julius. 

" No, don't say that. It was not your fault." 

"I cannot teil. An older man, or more truly a 
holier man, might have had more influence. We were 
all in a sort of laissez-aller State this autumn, and now 
comes the reckoning." 

"There's papa," said Jenny. " Had you rather go 
to him alone, or can I do any good } " 

"I think I will go alone," said Julius. 

Mr. Bowater, who had grown up in a day when 
examinations were much less earnest matters, never 
guessed what brought Julius over, but simply thought 
he had come to wish them good-bye ; then believed 
in any accident rather than in failure, and finally was 
exceedingly angry, and stormed hotly, first at exami- 
nations and modern Bishops, then at cricket and fine 
ladies, then at Julius, for not having looked after the 
lad better, and when this was meekly accepted, Indig- 
nation took a juster direction, and Herberts folly and 
idleness were severely lashed, more severely than 
Julius thought they quite deserved, but a word of 
pleading only made it worse. Have him home to 
take leave ? No, indeed, Mr. Bowater hoped he knew 
his duty better as father of a family, when a young 
man had publicly disgraced himself. " I'U teil you 
what, Julius Charnock, if you wish him to forget all 
the little Impression it may have made, and be ready 
to run after any amount of folly, you'd make me have 
him home to be petted and cried over by his mother 
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and sisters. He has been their spoilt pet too long, 
and I won't have him spoilt now. 111 not see him 
tili he has worked enough to show whether there's any 
real stuff in him." 

Mr. Bowater never even asked where bis son was, 
probably taking it for granted that he was gone back 
to Compton ; nor did Julius see Jenny again, as she 
was trying to comfort her mother under the dreadful 
certainty that poor dear Herbert was most cruelly 
treated, and that the examining chaplain came of a 
bad stock, and always had had a dislike to the family. 
It was to be hoped that Mr. Bowater would keep to 
his wise resolution, and not send for Herbert, for 
nothing could be worse for him than the sympathy 
he would have met with from her. 

What with looking in to report at Rood House 
and finding Herbert most grateful for leave to remain 
there for a few days, Julius did not reach home tili 
long after dark. Pleasantly did the light greet him 
from the open doorway where his Rosamond was 
Standing. She sprang at once into bis arms as if he 
had been absent a month, and cried, *' Here you are 
safe at last ! " Then, as she puUed off his wraps, 
" How tired you must be. Have you had any food ? 
No — it's all ready ; " and he could see " high tea " 
spread, and lighted by the first fire of the season. 
" Come and begin ! " 

" What, without washing my hands ? " 

" You are to do that in the study ; it is all ready." 



i 



A STICKIT MINISTER. I23 

He did not exactly see wby he should be too tired 
to mount to his dressing-room ; but he obeyed, not 
ungratefully, and his chair was ready, his plate heaped 
with partridge and his tumbler fiUed with ale almost 
before his eyes had recovered the glare of light. The 
eagerness and flutter of Rosamond*s manner began to 
make him anxious, and he began for the third time 
the inquiries she had always cut short — " Baby all 
right ? Terry better ? " 

" Baby — oh yes, a greater duck than ever. I put 
her to bed myself, and she was quite delicious. Eat, 
I say ; go on." 

" Not unless you eat that other wing." 

" I'U help myself then. You go oa I don*t see 
Herbert, so I suppose it is all right. Where's your 
canonry ? " 

" Alas ! poor Herbert is plucked. I had to go round 
by Strawyers to teil them." 

" Plucked ! I never heard of such a thing. I think 
it is a great shame such a nice honest fellow should 
be so ill-used, and when all his pretty things have 
been stolen too! Do you know, theyVe taken up 
young Hornblower ; but his friends have made off with 
the things, and they say they are in the melting-pot by 
this time, and there's no chance of recovering them." 

" I don't think he cares much now, poor fellow. 
Did you see Mrs. Hornblower ? " 

" No ; by the time I could get my hat on she had 
heard it, poor thing, and was gone to Backsworth 
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for he*s there, in the county gaol ; was taken at the 
Station, I believe ; I don't half understand it." 

Her manner was indeed stränge and flighty ; and 
though she recurred to questions about the Ordination 
and the Bowaters, Julius perceived that she was forcing 
her attention to the answers as if trying to stave off 
his inquiries, and he came to closer quarters. " How 
is Terry ? Has Dr. Worth been here ? ** 

*'Yes; but not tili very late. He says he never 
was so busy." 

" Rosamond, what is it ? What did he say of Terry ? " 

" Ht Said" — ^she drew a long breath — "he says it is 
the Water Lane fever." 

" Terry, my dear " 

She held him down with a hand on his Shoulder — 

" Be quiet Finish your dinner. Dr. Worth said 
the great point was to keep strong, and not be over- 
done, nor to go into infected air tired and hungry. I 
would not have let you come in if there had been any 
help for it ; and now I'll not have you go near him 
tili youVe made a good meal." 

"You must do the same then. There, eat that 
sHce, or I won't ; " and as she allowed him to place 
it on her plate, " What does he call it — not typhus ? "" 

** He can*t teil yet ; he does not know whether it 
is infectious or only epidemic; and when he heard 
how the dear boy had been for days past at the 
Exhibition at the Town-hall, and drinking lots of 
iced water on Saturday, he seemed to think it quite 
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accounted for. He says there is no reason that 
in this good air he should not do very well ; but, oh, 
Julius, I wish I had kept him from that horrid place. 
They left him in my charge ! " 

"There is no reason to distress yourself about 
that, my Rose. He was innocently occupied, and 
there was no cause to expect härm. There's all 
good hope for him, with God's blessing. Who is with 
him now ? " 

** Cook is there now. Both the maids were so kind 
and hearty, declaring they would do anything, and 
were not afraid ; and I can manage very well with 
their help. You know papa had a low fever at Mont- 
real, and mamma and I nursed him through it, so I 
know pretty well what to do." 

*' But how about the baby ? " 

" Emma came back before the doctor came, crying 
piteously, poor child, as if she had had a sufficient 
lesson ; so I said she might stay her month on her 
good behaviour, and now we could not send her out 
of the house. I have brought the nursery down to 
the spare room, and in the large attic, with plenty of 
disinfecting fluid, we can, as the doctor said, isolate 
the fever. He is quiet and sleepy, and I do not think 
it will be hard to manage, if you will only be good 
and conformable." 

" I don*t promise, if that means that you are to 
do everything and I nothing. When did Worth see 
him ? " 
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" Not tili five o'clock ; and he would not have 
come at all, if Anne had not sent in some one from 
the Hall when she saw how anxious I was. He would 
not have come otherwise; he is so horribly busy, 
with lots of cases at Wilsboro*. Now, if you have 
done, you may come and see my boy." 

Julius did see a flushed sleeping face that did npt 
waken at his entrance ; and as his wife settled her- 
seif for her watch, he feit as if he could not leave 
her after such a day as she had had, but an indefinable 
apprehension made him ask whether she would spare 
him to run up to the Hall to see his mother and 
ask after Raymond, whose looks had haunted him 
all day. She saw he would not rest otherwise, and 
did not show how unwilling was her consent, for 
though she knew little, her mind misgave her. 

He made his way into the Hall by the back door, 
and found his mother still in the drawing-room, and 
Raymond dozing in the large arm-chair by the fire. 
Mrs. Poynsett gave a warning look as Julius bent over 
her, but Raymond only oipened his eyes with a dreamy 
gaze, without speaking. 

** Why, mother, where are the rest } " 

" Poor Frank — I hope it is only the shock and 
fatigue ; but Dr. Worth wished him to be kept as 
quiet as possible. He can*t bear to see anyone in 
the room, so that good Anne said she would sit in 
Charlie's room close by." 

"Then he is really ill ?" said Julius. 
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"He nearly fainted after Walking over to Siren- 
wood in vain. I don't understand it. There's some- 
thing very wrong there, which seems perfectly to have 
crushed him." 

" ril go up and see him," said Julius. " You both 
of you look as if you ought to be in bed. How is 
Cecil, Raymond } " 

"Quite knocked up," he sleepily answered. "Here's 
Susan, mother." 

Susan must have been waiting tili she heard 
voices to carry off her mistress. Raymond pushed 
her chair into her room, bent over her with extra 
tenderness, bade her good-night; and when Julius 
had done the same they stood by the drawing-room 
fire together. 

" I've been trying to write that letter, Julius," said 
Raymond, " but I never was so sleepy in my life, and 
I can't get on with it." 
" What letter ? " 

*' That letter. About the races." 
" Oh ! That seems long ago !" 
" So it does," said Raymond, in the same dreamy 
manner, as if trying to shake something off. " Some 
years, isn't it ? I wanted it done, somehow. I would 
sit down to it now, only I have fallen asleep a dozen 
times over it already." 

"Not very good for composition," said Julius, 
alarmed by something indefinable in his brother's 
look, and by his manner of insisting on what was 
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by no means urgent "Come, put it out of your 
head, and go to bed." 

" How did you find the boy Terry ? " asked Ray- 
mond, again as if in bis sieep. 

" I scarcely saw him. He was asleep." 

*' And Worth calls it ? " 

" The same fever as in Water Lane." 

** I thought so. We are in for it," said Raymond, 
now quite awake. " He did not choose to say 
so to my mother, but I gathered it from bis 
Orders." 

" But Frank only came down yesterday." 

" Frank was knocked down and predisposed by the 
treatment he met with, poor boy. They say he drank 
quarts^of iced things at the dinner and ball, and ate 
nothing. This may be only the effect of the shock, 
but^ his head is buming, and there is a disposition 
to wander. However, he has had his coup de gräce, 
and^that may account for it. It is Cecil." 

"Cecil!" 

" Cecil, poor child. She has been constantly in that 
pestiferous place. All Worth would say was that she 
must be kept quiet and cool, but he has sent the same 
draughts for all three. I saw, for Terry's came here. I 
fancy Worth spoke out plainly to that maid of CeciFs, 
Grindstone ; but she only looks bitter at me, says she 
can attend^to her mistress, and has kept me out of the 
room all day. But I will go in to-night before I go to 
bed," added Raymond energetically ; '* you are ready 



A STICKIT MINISTER. I29 

to laugh at me, Julius. No ond has meddled between 
you and Rosamond." 

"Thank God, no !'* cried Julius. 

** Friend abroad, or you may leave out the r," said 
Raymond, " maid at home. What chance have I ever 
had ? " 

" 1*11 teil you what I should do, Raymond," said 
Julius, " turn out the maid, keep the field, nurse her 
myself." 

" Yes," said Raymond, " thafs all very well if— if 
you haven't got the fever yourself. There, you need 
say nothing about it, nobody would be of any use to 
me to-night, and it may be only that I am dead 
beat." 

But there was something about his eyes and his 
heavy breath which confirmed his words, and Julius 
could only say '* My dear Raymond! " 

*' It serves us right, does not it ? " said his brother 
smiling. " I only wish it had not fixed on the one 
person who tried to do good." 

" If I could only stay with you ; but I must teil 
Rosamond first." 

" No indeed. I want no one to-night, no one ; after 
that you'U look after my mother, that's the great 
thing." He spoke steadily, but his hand trembled so 
that he could not light his candle, and Julius was 
obliged to do it, saying wistfully, " 1*11 come up the 
first thing in the morning and see how you are." 

" Do, and if there is need, you will teil my mother. 

VOL. II. K 
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A night's rest may set me right, but I have not feit 
well these three or four days — I shall be in my own 
old room." 

He leant heavily on the balusters, but would not 
take bis brother's arm. He passed into bis dres^ing- 
room, and thus to tbe open door of the room where be 
heard bis wife's voice ; and as Mrs. Grindstone came 
forward to warn bim off, be said " Sbe is awake." 

" Yes, sir, but sbe must not be excited." 

" Raymond ! " 

" How are you now ? " be asked, Coming up to the 
bed. 

'* Ob ! it is very bot and beavy," said Cecil wearily, 
putting her band into bis, " I am aching all over." 

" Poor cbild ! " be said softly. 

Sbe lifted her eyes to bis face. *' I wanted to teil 
you all day," sbe said. " Didn't you come to the 
door } " 

" Many times, my dean*' 

" And now 1 ob dear ! I don't recoUect, Don't go, 
please." 

He sat down by her, sbe beld bis band and dozed 
again. 

" You bad best leave her now, sir," said the maid ; 
" sbe will only go on in this way, and I can tend her." 

He would have given a great deal to have been sure 
that be could hold up bis head ten minutes longer and 
to venture to send the woman away. Cecil muttered 
" Stay," and he sat on tili her sleep seemed deeper, 
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and he feit as if a few moments more might disable 
him from crossing the room, but his first movement 
again made her say " Don't" 

" Mr. Poynsett cannot stay, ma'am," said Grindstone, 
in a persuasive tone. '' He is very tired, and not well, 
and you would not wish to keep him." 

" Give me a kiss," she said, like a tired child. 

It was not like the shy embrace with which they 
had sometimes met and parted, but he knew he must 
not rouse her, and only said very low, " Good-night, 
my poor dear ; God bless you, and grant us a happy 
meeting, whenever it is.'' 

Tears were flowing down his cheeks when Julius 
presently came to him again, and otily left him when 
settled for the night 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE WATER LA NE FEVER. 

The Water Lane fever. People called it so as blinking" 
its real name, but it was not the less true that it was a 
very pestilence in the lower parts of Wilsbro* ; and 
was prostrating its victims far and wide among the 
gentry who had resorted to the town-hall within the 
last few weeks. 

Cases had long been smouldering among the poor 
and the workmen employed, and several of these were 
terminating fatally just as the outbreak was becoming 
decisive. 

On Monday morning Julius returned from Visits to 
his brothers to find a piteous note from Mrs. Füller 
entreating him to undertake two funerals. Her 
husband had broken down on Sunday morning and 
was very ill, and Mr. Driver had merely read the 
Services and then joined his pupils, whom he had sent 
away to the sea-side. He had never been responsible 
for pastoral care, and in justice to them could not 
undertake it now. " Those streets are in a dreadful 
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State," wrote the poor lady, " several people dying ; and 
there is such a panic in the neighbourhood that we 
know not where to turn for help. If you could fix an 
hour we would let the people know. The doctor 
insists on the funerals being immediate." 

Julius was Standing in the porch reading this letter^ 
and thinking what hour he could best spare from 
nearer claims, when he heard the gate swing and 
beheld his junior curate with a very subdued and 
sobered face, asking " Is it true ? " 

" That the fever is here ? Yes, it is." 

''And very bad.?" 

"Poor Frank is our worst case as yet He is 
constantly delirious. The others are generally sensible, 
except that Terry is dreadfuUy haunted with mathe- 
matics." 

"Then it is all true about the Hall. Anyone eise ill ?" 

" Only the two Willses. They were carousing at the 
* Three Pigeons.* . I hope that Raymond's prohibition 
against that place may have been the saving of the 
Hall servants. See here," and he gave the note. 

"I had better take those two funerals. I can at 
least do that," said Herbert. " That Driver must be 
a regulär case of a hireling." 

" He never professed that the sheep were his," said 

Julius. 

" Then 111 go to the Vicarage and get a list of the 
sick, and see after them as far as I can," said Herbert, 
in a grave, humble tone, showing better than a thousand 
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words how he feit the deprivation he had brought on 
himself ; and as to shame or self-consciousness, the 
need had swallowed them all. 

" It will be a great act of kindness, Herbert. The 
point of infection does not seem clear yet, but I am 
afraid it will be a serious outbreak." 

" I did not believe it could all be true when the 
report came to Rood House, but of course I came to 
hear the truth and see what I could do. How is Mrs. 
Poynsett bearing up ? " 

" Bravely. Anne contrived our carrying her up- 
stairs, and it is the greatest comfort to Raymond to 
He and look at her, and Susan looks after them both." 

'* Then he can't be so very ill." 

" Not so acutely, but there are Symptoms that make 
Worth anxious. Shall I give you a note for Mrs. 
Füller?^' 

"Do, and put me at your disposal for all you 
can spare for, or I can do. Have you written to 
Bindon .? " 

" I don*t know where, within some hundred miles. 
But, Herbert, I think we ought to undertake the help 
that is wanted at Wilsbro*. Smith of Duddingstone is 
too weakly, and poor old Mr. Moulden neither could 
nor would. We are the nearest, and having it here 
already, do not run the risk of spreading it As 
things are, I cannot be very long away from home, but 
I would come in for an hour or so every day, if you 
could do the rest." 
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" Yes, that was what I meant," said Herbert. 

"Worth says the best protection is never to go 
among the sick hungry or exhausted. He says he 
keeps a biscuit in his pocket to eat before going into 
a sick house. I shall make Rosamond keep you 
supplied, and you must promise to use them." 

" Oh yes, I promise." 

"And never drink an5rthing there. There is to be 
a public meeting to-morrow, to see whether the cause 
of this outbreak is not traceable to the water down 
there." 

" Mrs. Duncombe*s meddling ? " 

*' Don*t judge without evidence. But it does seem 
as if the water of the well at Pettitf s houses had 
done much of the härm. Terry was drinking it all 
that hot day, and to-day we hear that Lady Tyrrell 
and two of the servants are ill, besides poor little Joe 
Reynolds." 

" It is very terrible," said Herbert " Lady Tyrrell, 
did you say ? " 

" Yes. She was there constantly, like Raymond's 
wife. Happily there is not much fear for your people, 
Herbert. Your father was at the dinner, but he is not 
a water drinker, and Jenny only just came to the 
bazaar, that was all. Edith happily gave up the 
ball." 

" I know," said Herbert, colouring. " Jenny per- 
suaded her to give it up because of— me. Oh, how I 
have served them all ! " 
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" I told Jenny that perhaps her Ember prayers had 
been met in the true way." 

" Yes," Said Herbert. " I can*t understand now how 
I could have been such an audacious fool as to present 
myself so cooUy after the year I had spent God for- 
give me for it ! Rector, thank you for leaving me at 
Rood House. It was like having one's eyes opened to 
a new life. I say, do you know anything about Harry 
Hornblower ? Is he come home ? " 

" Yes. You wouldn't prosecute .^" 

" Happily I couldn't. The things were gone and 
could not be identified, and there was nothing about 
him. So, though they had me over to Backsworth, 
they could not fall foul of me for refusing to prosecute. 
Have you seen him } " 

" No, I tried, but he had got out of my way. YouVe 
' not been there } " seeing that Herbert had brought 
back his bag. 

" No ; I will not tili I come back ; " and as he took 
the note he added, " Rector, I do beg your pardon 
with all my might." Then, after a strong clasp of the 
hand, he sped away with a long, manful, energetic 
stride, which made Julius contrast his volunteer 
courage with the flight of the man who, if not pledged 
to pastoral care at Wilsbro', still had priestly vows 
upon.him. 

Julius had no scruples about risking this favourite 
home child. If he thought about it at all, it was to 
rejoice that Mrs. Bowater was safely gone, for he had 
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passed unscathed through scenes at St. Awdry's that 
would have made his mother tremble, and he had little 
fear of contagion with reasonable care. Of course the 
doctors had the usual debate whether the fever were 
infectious or epidemic, but it made little difference. 
The local ones, as well as an authority from London, 
had an inspection previous to the meeting, which took 
place in the school, whose scholars were dispersed in 
the panic. No ladies were admitted. " We have had 
enough of them," quoted Worshipful Mayor Truelove. 
Mr. Briggs, the ex-mayor, was at the bedside of his 
son, and there were hardly enough present to make 
decisions. 

The focus of the disease was in Pettitt's well. The 
water, though cold, clear, and sparkling, was affected 
by noxious gases from the drains, and had become 
little better than poison ; the air was not much better, 
and as several neighbouring houses, some swarming 
with lodgers, used this water, the evil was accounted 
for. The " Three Pigeons " had been an attraction to 
the servants waiting with their ladies* carriages during 
the entertainments, and though they had not meddled 
much with the simple element, spirits had not neutral- 
ized the mischief. Thence too had come water for 
the tea and iced beverages used at the bazaar and 
ball. Odours there had been in plenty from the 
untouched drainage of the other houses, and these, 
no doubt, enhanced the evil ; but everyone agreed 
that the bad management of the drains on Mr. 
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Pettitt's property had been the main agency in the 
present outbreak. 

The poor little perfumer had tears of grief and 
Indignation in his eyes, but he defended his cause and 
shielded the ladies with chivalry worthy of his French 
ancestry. He said he had striven to do his duty as a 
proprietor, and if other gentlemen had done the same, 
and the Channels could have had a free outlet, this 
misfortune would never have occurred. He found 
himself backed up by Mr. Julius Charnock, who rose 
to declare that what Mr. Pettitt had said was just 
what his brother, Mr. Charnock Poynsett, had desired 
should be stated as his own opinion, namely, that the 
responsibility rested, not with those who had done all 
within their power or knowledge for the welfare of 
their tenants, but with those whose indifference on 
the score of health had led them to neglect all sani- 
tary measures. " He desires me to say," added Julius, 
" that being concerned both in the neglect and in the 
unfortunate consequences, he is desirous to impress 
his opinion on all concerned." 

Future prevention was no longer in the hands of 
the Town Council, for a sanitary commission would 
take that in hand ; but in the meantime it was a time 
of plague and sickness, and measures must be taken 
for the gefteral relief Mr. Moy, to whom most of 
the houses belonged, was inquired for ; but it appeared 
that he had carried off his wife and daughter on 
Saturday in terror when one of his servants had 
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fallen ill, and even his Clerks would not know where 
to write to him tili he should telegraph. The man 
Gadley was meantime driving an active trade at the 
" Three Pigeons," whither the poor, possessed with the 
notion that spirits kept out the infection, were resort- 
ing more than ever, and he set at defiance all the 
preventives which doctors, overseer, and relieving 
officer were trying to enforce, with sullen oaths 
against interference. 

Two deaths yesterday, one to-day, three hourly 
apprehended; doctors incessantly occupied, nurses, 
however unfit, not to be procured by any exertion of 
the half-maddened relieving-officer; breadwinners pros- 
trated ; food, wine, bedding, everything lacking. Such 
was the state of things around the new town-hall 
of Wilsbro', and the . gentry around were absorbed 
by cases of the same epidemic in their own families. 

To telegraph for nurses from a hospital, to set on 
foot a subscription, appoint a committee of manage- 
ment, and name a treasurer and dispenser of supplies, 
were the most urgent steps. Julius suggested apply- 
ing to a Nursing Sisterhood, but Mr. Truelove, without 
imputing any motives to^the reverend gentleman, was 
unwilling to insert the thin end of the wedge ; so the 
telegram was sent to a London hospital, and Mr. 
Whitlock, the mayor-elect, undertook to be treasurer, 
and to print and circulate an appeal for supplies of 
all sorts. Those present resolved themselves into a 
committee, and consulted about a fever hospital. 
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since people could hardly be expected to recover in 
the present condition of Water Lane ; but nothing 
was at present ready, and the question was adjourned 
to the next day. 

As Julius parted with Mr. Whitlock he met Herbert 
Bowater returning from the cemetery in search of 
him, with tidings of some cases where he was especially 
needed. As they walked on together Mrs. Duncombe 
overtook them with a basket on her arm. She held 
out her hand with an imploring gesture. 

" Mr. Charnock, it can't be true, can it } — they 
only say so out of ignorance — that it was Pettitt's 
well, I mean ?" 

In a few words Julius made it clear what the evil 
had been and how it arose. 

She did not dispute it, she merely grew sallower 
and Said : 

*' God forgive us ! We did it for the best I 
planned. I neverthought of that. Oh!" 

" My brother insists that the mischief came of not 
foUowing the example you set." 

" And Cecil } " 

" Cecil is too much stupefied to know anything 
about it." 

" You are helping here ? Make me all the use 
you can. Whatever has to be done give it to 
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" Nay, you have your family to consider." 

" My boys are at their grandmother's. My husband 
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IS gone abroad. Give me work. I have brought 
some wine. Who needs it most ? " 

" Wine } " sald Herbert. " Here J I was going 
back for some, but half an hour may make all the 
difference to the poor lad in here." 

Mrs. Duncombe was within the door in a moment. 
" There has been an execution in her house," said 
Herbert, as they went Jiome. " That fellow went off 
on Saturday, and left her alone to face it." 

" I thought she had striven to keep out of debt." 
*'What can a woman do when a man chooses to 
borrow.? That horse brought them to more un- 
expected smash. They say that after the ball, where 
she appeared in all her glory, as if nothing had 
happened, she made Bob give her a schedule of his 
debts, packed his portmanteau, sent him off to find 
some cheap hole abroad, and stayed to pick up the 
pieces after the wreck." 

" She is a brave woman," said Julius. 
Therewith they plunged into the abodes of misery, 
where the only other helper at present was good old 
Miss Slater, who was going from one to another, 
trying to show helpless women how to nurse, but able 
only to contribute infinitesimal grains of aid or 
comfort at immense cost to herseif. Julius insisted 
on taking home with him his curate, who had been at 
work from ten o'clock that morning tili six, when as 
Julius resigned the pony's reins to him, he begged 
that they might go round and inquire at Sirenwood, 
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to which consent was the more wilHngly given be- 
cause poor Frank's few gleams of consciousness were 
spent in sending his indefatigable nurse Anne to ask 
whether his mother had " had that letter/' and in his 
delirium he was always feeling his watch-chain for 
that unhappy pebble, and moaning when he missed 
it. Mrs. Poynsett's letter had gone on Friday, and 
still there was no answer, and this was a vexation, 
adding to the fear that the poor fellow*s rejection had 
been final. Yet she might have missed the letter by 
being summoned home. Close to the lodge, they over- 
took Sir Harry, riding dejectedly homewards, and, 
glad to be saved going up to the house, they stopped 
and inquired for Lady Tyrrell. 

" Very low and oppressed," he said. " M*Vie does 
not give us reason to expect a change just yet Do 
they teil you the same? Worth attends you, I 
think } *' 

"He seems to think it must run on for at least 
three weeks," said Julius. 

"YouVe been to the meeting, eh.? Was it that 
well of Pettitt's } Really that meddling wife of 
Duncombe's ought to be prosecuted. I hope she'll 
catch the fever and be served out." 

" She tried to prevent it," said Julius. 

" Pshaw ! women have no business with such things, 
they only put their foot in it. Nobody used to trouble 
themselves about drains, and one never heard of 
fevers." 
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Instead of contesting the point, Julius asked 
whether Miss Vivian were at home. 

" No ; that's the odd thing. I wrote, for M'Vie has 
no fear of infection, and poor Camilla is always 
calling for her, and that French maid has thought 
proper to fall ill, and we don't know what to do. 
Upper housemaid cut and run in a panic, cook dead 
drunk last night, not a servant in the house to be 
trusted. If it were not for my man Victor, I don*t 
know where I should be. Very odd what that child 
is about. Lady Susan can't be keeping it from her. 
Unjustifiable ! " 

" She is with Lady Susan Strangeways ? " 
*'Yes. Went with Bee and Conny. I was glad 
for we can't afford to despise a good match, though I 
was sorry for your brother." 

*'Do I understand you that she is engaged to 
Mr. Strangeways } " 

" No, no ; not yet One always hears those things 
before they are true, and you see they are keeping 
her from us as if she belonged to them already. I 
call it unfeeling ; I have just been to the post to see 
if there's a letter ! Can't be anything wrong in the 
address, — Revelrig, Cleveland, Yorkshire." 
*' Why don't you telegraph ? " 
" I shall, if I don't hear to-morrow moming." 
But the morning's telegrams were baffling. None 
came in answer to Sir Harry, though he had bidden 
his daughter to telegraph back instantly; and two 
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hospitals replied that they had no nurses to spare f 
This was the first thing Julius heard when he came to 
the committee-room. The second was that the only 
parish nurse had been found asleep under the in- 
fluence of the port-wlne intended for her patients, the 
third that there were five more deaths, one being 
Mrs. Gadley, of the "Three Pigeons," from diph- 
theria, and fourteen more cases of fever were reported. 
Julius had already been with the schoolmistress/who 
was not expected to live through the day. He had 
found that Mrs, Duncombe had been up all night 
with one of the most miserable families, and only 
when her unpractised hands had cared for a little 
corpse, had been forced home by good Miss Slater for 
a little rest. He had also seen poor Mr. Füller, who 
was too weak and wretched to say anything more 
than " God help us, Charnock ; you will do what 
you can ; " and when Julius asked for his sanction 
to sending for Sisters, he answered "Anything, 
anything." 

The few members who had come to the committee 
were reduced to the same despairing consent, and 
Julius was allowed to despatch a telegram to St. 
Faith's, which had sent Sisters in the emergency at 
St. Awdry's. He likewise brought an offer, suggested 
by Raymond, of a great old tithe barn, his own 
property, but always rented by Mrs. Poynsett, in a 
solitary field, where the uninfected children might be 
placed under good care, and the houses in Water 
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Lane thus relieved. As to a fever hospital, Raymond 
had sent his advlce to use the new town-hall itself. 
A Word from hlm went a great wayjust then with 
the Town Council, and the doctors were delighted 
with the proposal. 

Funds and contributions of bedding, clothing, food, 
and wine were coming in, but hands were the diffi- 
culty. The adaptations of the town-hall and the 
bringing in of beds were done by one strong car- 
penter and Mrs. Duncombe's man Alexander, whom 
she had brought with her, and who proved an excellent 
orderly ; and the few who would consent, or did not 
resist occupying the beds there, were carried in by 
Herbert Bowater and a strapping young doctor who 
had come down for this fever pasture. There Mrs. 
Duncombe and Miss Slater received them. No other 
volunteer had come to light willing to plunge into 
this perilous and disgusting abyss of misery ; and 
among the afflicted families the power of nursing was 
indeed small 

However, the healthy children were carried away 
without much resistance, and established in the great 
barn under a trustworthy. widow ; and before night, 
two effective-looking Sisters were in Charge at the 
hospital. 

Still, however, no telegram, no letter, came from 
Eleonora Vivian. Mr. M'Vie had found a nurse for 
Lady Tyrrell, but old Sir Harry rode in to meet 
every delivery of the post, and was half distracted at 
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finding nothing from her; and Frankes murmurs of 
her name were most piteous to those who feared 
that, if he were ever clearly conscious again, it would 
only be to know how heavy had been the meed of 
his foUy. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE RETREAT. 

" What dost thou here, frail wanderer from thy task ? " 

Christian Year, 

Eleonora Vivian was trying to fix her attention 
on writing out the meditation she had just heard from 
Dr. Easterby. 

It had been a stränge time. All externally was 
agreathush. There was perfect rest from the tumult 
of society, and from the harassing State of tacit re- 
sistance habitual to her. This was the holy quietude 
for which she had longed, yet where was the power 
to feel and profit by it } Did not the peace without 
only make her hear the storm within all the more } 

A storm had truly been raging within ever since 
Conny Strangeways had triumphantly exhibited the 
prize she had won from Frank Charnock at the raees ; 
and Camilla had taken care that füll and undeniable 
evidence should prove that this was not all that the 
young man had lost upon the Backsworth race- 
ground. 

L 2 
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Lenore might guess, with her peculiarly painful In- 
tuition, who had been the tempter, but that did not 
lessen her severity towards the victim. In her reso- 
lution against a betting-man, had she not trusted 
Frank too implicitly even to warn him of her vow ? 
Nay, had she not feit him drifting from her all through 
the season, unjustly angered, unworthily distrustful, 
easily led astray. All the misgivings that had fretted 
her at intervals and then cleared away seemed to 
gather into one conviction — Frank had failed her ! 

Eleonora's nature was one to resent before grieving. 
Her spirit was too high to break down under the first 
shock, and she carried her head proudly to the ball, 
betraying by no outward sign the stern despair of 
her heart, as she listened to the gay chatter of her 
companions, and with unflinching severity she carried 
out that judicial reply to Frank which she had already 
prepared, and then guarded herseif among numerous 
partners against remonstrance or explanation. It had 
been all one whirl of bewilderment ; Lady Tyrrell 
tired, and making the girls* intended journey on the 
morrow a plea for early departure ; and the Strange- 
ways, though dancing indefatigably, and laughing 
at fatigue, Coming away as soon as they saw she 
really wished it. All said good-night and good- 
bye together, both tö Lady Tyrrell and Sir Harry, 
and Lenore started at ten o'clock without having 
Seen either. Her sense of heroism lasted tili after the 
glimpse of Frank on the road. Her mood was of 
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bitter disappolntment and Indignation. Frank was 
given up, but not less so were her father, her sister, 
and the world. Sir Harry had made Camilla suffice 
to him, he did not want her. He had been the means 
of perverting Frank, and Lenore could not see that 
she need any longer be bound for his sake to the 
life she detested. In a few weeks she would be of 
age, and what would then prevent her from finding a 
congenial home in the Sisterhood, since such kindred 
could have no just claim to her allegiance. It was the 
hasty determination of one who had suffered a tacit 
persecution for three years, and was now smarting 
under the cruellest of blows. Her lover perverted, 
her conditions broken, her pledge gambled away, and 
all this the work of her father and sister ! 

Conny and Bee thought her grave and more silent 
than usual, and when Lady Susan met them in London 
there was no time for thought. Saturday was spent 
on a harvest festival at a suburban church, after which 
the daughters were despatched to their uncle's by 
a late train. Sunday was spent in the pursuit of 
remarkable Services ; and on Monday Lady Susan 
and Eleonora had gone to St. Faith's and the Retreat 
began. 

Here was to be the longed-for rest, for which she 
had thirsted all the more through those days of hurry 
and of religious spectacles, as she feit that, be they 
what they might to their regulär attendants, to 
her, as an outsider, they could be but sights, into 
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whose spirit her sick and wearied soul could not 
enter. 

Here was no outward disturbance, no claim from 
the World, no importunate chatter, only religlous 
Services in their quietest, most unobtrusive form ; 
and Dn Easterby's low tender tones, leading his silent 
listeners to deep heart-searchings, earnest thoughts, 
and steadfast resolutions. 

Ah ! so no doubt it was with many ; but Lena, 
with book and pen, was dismayed to find that the one 
thing she recollected was the question, " Friend, how 
camest thou in hither?" After that, she had only 
heard her own thoughts. Her mlnd had lapsed into 
one vague apprehension of the effects of having 
cut off all communication with home, imaginings of 
Frank's despair, relentings of pity, all broken by 
dismay at her own involuntary hypocrisy in bringing 
such thoughts into the Retreat. Had she any right 
to be there at all ? Was not a thing that should 
have been for her peace become to her an occasion 
of falling.? 

It was Thursday evening, and on the morrow there 
would be the opportunity of private Interviews with 
Dr. Easterby. She longed for the moment, chiefly 
to free herseif from the sense of deception that had 
all this time seemed to vitiate her religious exercises, 
deafen her ears, and blow aside her prayers. There 
was a touch on her Shoulder, and one of the Sisters 
who had received the ladies said, interrogatively. 
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" Miss Vivian ? The Mother would be obliged if you 
would come to her room." 

The general hush prevented Lenore from mani- 
festing her extreme agitation, and she moved with as 
quiet a step as she cauld command, though trembling 
from head to foot. In the room to whlch she came 
stood the Superior and Dr. Easterby, and a yellow- 
telegram-paper lay on the table. 

" My father ? " she asked. 

" No," said the Superior kindly, ** it is your sister, 
who is ilL Here is the telegram : " — 

** Sister Margaret to the Mother Superior, St. Faith's, Dearport 
Lady Tyrrell has the fever. Miss Vivian much needed. 
** WiLSBRO*, Sept. 26thy 5.30." 

" The fever 1 " She looked up bewildered, and the 
Superior added — 

" You did not know of a fever at Wilsbro* } Some 
of our nursing Sisters were telegraphed for, and 
went down yesterday. I was sorry to send Sister 
Margaret away just when her mother and you are 
here ; but she was the only available head, and the 
need seemed great" 

** I have heard nothing since I left home on Friday," 
said Eleonora, hoarsely. " It is my own fault. They 
think I am at Revelrig." 

" Your family do not know you are here 1 " said the 
Superior gravely. 

" It was very wrong," she said. " This is the punish- 
ment. I must go. Can I ? '* 
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" Surely, as soon as there is a train," said the 
Superior, beginning to look for a Bradshaw ; while 
Dr. Easterby gave Lenore a chair, and bade her sit 
down. She looked up at his kind face, and asked 
whetherhe had heard of this fever. 

" On Sunday evening, some friends who came out 
from Backsworth to our evening service spoke of an 
outbreak of fever at Wilsbro', and said that several of 
the Charnock family were ill. I have had this card 
since from young Mr. Bowater : — 

** T. F. in severe form. J. C. well, but both his brothers are down 

in it, and Lady R.'s brother, also Lady T. and the Vicar. No one to 

do anythiog ; we have taken Charge of Wilsbro*. I have no time to do 

more than thank you for unspeakable kindness. 

"H. B." 

"You knew.?" exclaimed Lenore, as she saw her 
sister's initial. 

" I knew Lady Tyrrell was lU, but I do not know 
who the ladies are whom I address. I did not guess 
that you were here," said Dr. Easterby gently. 

No one living near Backsworth could fail to know 
Sir Harry Vivian's reputation, so that the master of 
Rood House knew far better than the Superior of 
St. Faith's how much excuse Lenore^s evasion might 
have ; but whatever could seem like tampering with 
young people was most distressing to the Sisters, and 
the Mother was more grave than pitiful. 

There was no train tili the mail at night, and there 
would be two hours to wait in London ; but Lenore 
would listen to no entreaties to wait tili morning, and 
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as they saw that she had plenty of health and strength, 
they did not press her, though the Superior would 
send a nurse with her, who, if not needed at Sirenwood, 
might work in Water Lane. It was thought best not to 
distract Lady Susan, and Lenore was relieved not to 
have her vehement regrets and fussy cares about her ; 
but there were still two hours to be spent before 
starting, and in these Dr. Easterby was the kindest 
of comforters. 

Had she erred in her concealment ? He thought 
she had, though with much excuse. A Retreat was 
not like a 'sacrament, a necessity of a Christian's life ; 
and no merely possible spiritual advantage ought to 
be weighed against filial obedience. It was a moment 
of contrition, and of öutpouring for the burthened 
heart, as Lenore was able to speak of her long trial, 
and all the evil it had caused in hardening and 
sealing up her better nature. She even told of her 
unsanctioned but unforbidden engagement, and of 
its termination ; yearning to be told that she had 
been hasty and hard, and to be bidden to revoke 
her rejection. 

She found that Dr. Easterby would not judge for 
her, or give her decided direction. He showed her, 
indeed, that she had given way to pride and temper, 
and had been unjust in allowing no explanation ; but 
he would not teil her to unsay her decision, nor say 
that it might not be right, even though the manner 
had been wrong. While the past was repented, and 
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had its pardon, for the future he would only bid her 
wait, and pray for guidance and aid through her trial. 

" My child/* he said, " chastening is the very token 
of pardon, and therein may you find peace, and see 
the right course," 

"And you will pray for me — that however it may 
be, He may forgive me ? " 

" Indeed, I will. We all will pray for you as one 
in sorrow and anxiety. And remember this : There 
is a promise that a great mountain sball become a 
piain ; and so it does, but to those who bravely try to 
climb it in strength not their own, not to those who 
try to go round or burrow through." 

" I See," was all she answered, in the meek sub- 
missive tone pf a strong nature, bent but not daring 
to break down. She could not shed tears, deeply as 
she feit ; she must save all her strength and bear that 
gnawing misery which Herbert Bowater*s mention of 
J. C.*s brothers had inflicted upon her — bear it in 
utter uncertainty through the night*s journey, until 
the train stopped at Wilsbro' at eleven o'clock, and 
her father, to whom she had telegraphed, met her, 
holding out his arms, and absolutely crying over her 
for joy. 

'* My dear, my dear, I knew you would come ; I 
could trust to my little Lena. It was all some 
confounded mistake." 

" It was my fault. How is she ? " 

" Does nothing but ask for you. Very low — nasty 
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fever at night. What's that woman ? M*Vie sent a 
nurse, who is awfuUy jealous ; can't have her in to 
Camilla ; but there*s plenty to do ; AnaYs is laid up 
— coachman too, and Joe — ^half the other servants 
gone off. I told Victor I would pay anything to him 
if he would stay." 

"And — at Compton?" faintly asked Lenore. 

"Bad enough, they say. Serves 'em right; Mrs. 
Raymond was as mischievous as Duncombe's wife, 
but IVe not heard for the last two days ; there's been 
no one to send over, and IVe had enough to think 
about of my own," 

" Who have it there ? " she managed to say. 

" Raymond and his wife, both ; and Frank and the 
young De Lancey, I heard, I met Julius Charnock 
the other day very anxious about them. He's got 
his tithe barn stuffed with children from Water Lane, 
as if he wanted to spread it. All their meddling ! 
But what kept you so long, little one ? Where were 
you hiding ? — or did Lady Susan keep it from you ? 
I began to think you had eloped with her son. You 
are sure you have not ? " 

"I was wrong, father; I went to a Retreat with 
Lady Susan." 

"A what? Some of Lady Susanns little poperies, 
eh ? I can*t scold you, child, now IVe got you ; only 
have your letters forwarded another time," said Sir 
Harry, placable as usual when alone with Lenore. 

Fears of infection for her did not occur to him. 
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Mr. M*Vie held the non-contagion theory, and help- 
less selfishness excluded all thoughts of keeping his 
daughter at a distance. He clung to her as he 
used to do in former days, before CamiUa had 
taken possession of him, and could not bear to have 
her out of reach. In the sick-room she was of 
disappointingly little use. The nurse was a regulär 
professional, used to despotism, and resenting her 
having brought home anyone with her, and she 
never permitted Miss Vivian's presence, except when 
the patient's anxiety made it necessary to bring her 
in ; and when admitted, there was nothing to be done 
but to sit by CamiUa, and now and then answer the 
weary disjointed talk, and, if it grew a little livelier,. 
the warning that Lady Tyrrell was getting excited 
was sure to follow. 

Outside there was enough to do, in the disorganized 
State of the sick and panic-stricken household, where 
nobody was effective but the French valet and one 
very stupid kitchen-maid. Lena helped the St. Faith's 
nurse in her charge of the French maid, but almost 
all her time in the morning was spent in domestic 
cares for the sick and for her father ; and when he was 
once up, he was half plaintive, half passionate, if she 
did not at once respond to his calls. She read the 
papers to him, walked up and down the terrace with 
him while he smoked, and played bezique with him 
late into the night, to distract his thoughts. And 
where were hers, while each day's buUetin from 
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Compton Hall was worse than the last ? Little Joe 
Reynolds had been sent home on being taken ill, and 
she would fain have gone to see him, but detentions 
sprang up around her, and sometimes it would have 
been impossible to go so far from the house, so that 
days had become weeks, and the month of October 
was old before she was Walking down the little garden 
of old Betty's house. The door opened, and Julius 
Charnock came out, startling her by the sight of his 
worn and haggard looks, as Jie made a deprecating 
movement, and shut the door behind him. Then she 
saw that the blinds were in the act of being drawn 
down. 

" Is it so ? " she said. 

"Yes," Said Julius, in a quiet tone, as sad and 
subdued as his looks. " He slept himself away 
peacefuUy a quarter of an hour ago." 

" I suppose I must not go in now. I longed to come 
before. Poor boy, he was like a toy flung away." 

" You need not grieve over him," said Julius. " Far 
from it. You have done a great deal for him." 

" I — I only caused him to be put into temptation." 

" Nay. Your care woke his spirit up and guarded 
him. No one could hear his wanderings without 
feeling that he owed much to you. There is a draw- 
ing to be given to you that will speak much to you. 
It is at the Rectory ; it was not safe here. And his 
mother is here. I can*t but hope her soul has been 
reached through him. Yes," as Lenore leant against 
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the gate, her warm tears dropping, ** there is no grief 
in thinking of him. He had yearnings and concep- 
tions that could not have been gratified in his former 
Station ; and for him an artist's life would have been 
more than commonly uphill work — füll of trial. I 
wish you could have heard the murmured words that 
showed what glorious images floated before him — no 
doubt now realized." 

" I am glad he was really good," were the only 
words that would come. 

The hearts of both were so füll, that these words 
on what was a little further off were almost necessary 
to them. 

" Take my arm," said Julius, kindly. " Our roads He 
together down the lane. How is your sister ? Better, 
I hope, as I see you here." 

" She has slept more quietly. Mr. M'Vie thinks her 
a little better." 

" So it is with Terry de Lancey," said Julius ; " he is 
certainly less feverish to-day;" but there was no 
corresponding tone of gladness in the voice, though 
he added, " Cecil is going on well too." 

" And " Poor Lenore*s heart died within her ; 

she could only press his arm convulsively, and he had 
mercy on her. 

"Frank's illness has been different in character 
from the others," he said ; " the fever has run much 
higher, and has affectcd the brain more, and the throat 
is in a very distressing State ; but Dr. Worth^still does 
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not think there are specially dangerous Symptoms, 
and is less anxious about him than Raymond.'* 
" Ah ! is it true ? " 

" He does not seem as ill as Frank ; but there have 
bcen bleedings at tHe nose, which have brought him 
very low, and which have hitherto been the worst 
Symptoms,** and here the steady sadness of his voice 
quivered a little. 

Lenore uttered a ciy of dismay, and murmured, 
•' Your mother ? " 

"She is absorbed in him. Happily, she can be 
with him constantly. They seem to rest in each 
other's presence, and not to look forward." 

"AndCecil?" 

" It has taken the lethargic turn with Cecii She is 
almost always asleep, and is now, I believe, much 
better; but in truth we have none of us been 
allowed to come near her. Her maid, Grindstone, 
has taken the sole charge, and shuts us all out, 
for fear, I believe, of our telling her how ill 
Raymond is." 

"Oh, I know Grindstone." 

"Who looks on us all as enemies. However, 
Raymond has desired us to write to her father, and 
he will judge when he comes.** 

They were almost at the place of parting. Eleonora 
kept her hand on his arm, longing for another word, 
nay, feeling that without it her heart would burst. 
" Who is with Frank ? ** 
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" Anne. She hardly ever leaves him. She is our 
mainstay at the Hall." 

" Is he ever sensible } " she faintly asked. 

"He has not been really rational for nearly ten 
days now." * 

" If — if — Oh ! you know what I mean. Oh ! gain 
his pardon for me ! " and she covered her face with 
her hand. 

" Poor Frank ! — it is of your pardon that he talks. 
Tell^me, Eleonora, did you ever receive a letter from 
my mother } " 

" Never. Where was it sent } " she said starting. 

" To Revelrig. It was written the day after the 
ball." 

" I never went to Revelrig. Oh ! if I could have 
spoken to you first I should have been saved from so 
much'that was wrong. No one knew where I was." 

" No, not tili Sister Margaret told Herbert Bowater 
that her sisters had been at a ball at the town-hall 
the week before. Then he saw she was Miss Strange- 
ways, and asked if she knew where you were." 

**Ah, yes! disobedience — tacit deception — ^temper. 
Oh ! they have brought their just punishment. But 
that letter ! " 

" I think it was to explain poor Frank's conduct at 
the races. Perhaps, as the servants at Revelrig had no 
knowledge of you, it may have been returned, and 
my mother's letter have been left untouched. I will 
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They knew they must not delay one another, and 
parted ; Julius Walking homewards by the Hall, 
where, alas ! there was only one of the family able to 
move about the house, and she seldom left her patient. 

Julius did, however, find her Coming down-stairs 
with Dr. Worth, and little as he gathered that was re- 
assuring in the physician's words, there was a wistful 
moisture about her eyes, a look altogether of having 
a bird in her bosom, which made him say, as the 
doctor hurried off, " Anne, some one must be better." 

" Cecil is," she said ; and he had nearly answered, 
^^ only Cecil," but her eyes brimmed over suddenly, 
and she isaid, " I am so thankful ! " 

" Miles ! " he exclaimed. 

She handed him a telegram. The Salamanca was 
at Spithead ; Miles telegraphed to her to join him. 

" Miles come ! Thank God ! Does mother know } " 

" Hush ! no one does," and with a heaving breast 
she added, " I answered that I could not and why, and 
that he must not come." 

" No, I suppose he must not tili he is free of his 
ship. My poor Anne ! " 

" Oh no ! I know he is safe. I am glad ! But the 
knowledge would tear your mother to pieces." 

" Her soul is in Raymond now, and to be certain 
of Miles being at hand would be an unspeakable 
relief to him. Come and teil them." 

" No, no, I can*t ! " she cried, with a sudden gush of 
emotion sweeping over her features, subdued instantly, 
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— 

but showing what it was to her. " You do it Only 
don*t let them bring him here." 

And Anne flew to her fastness in Frank's attic, 
while Julius repaired to Raymond's room, and found 
him as usual lying tranquil, with his mother's chair so 
near that she could hand him the cool fruit or drink, 
or ring to summon other help. Their time together 
seemed to both a rest, and Julius always liked to look 
at their peaceful faces, after the numerous painful 
scenes he had to encounter. Raymond, too, was 
clinging to him, to his ministrations and his talk, as 
to nothing eise save his mother. Raymond had al- 
ways been upright and conscientious, but his religion 
had been chiefly duty and Obligation, and it was only 
now that comfort or peace seemed to be growing out 
of it for him. As he looked up at his brother, he too 
saw the involuntary brightness that the tidings had 
produced, and said, " Is anyone eise better, Julius ? 
I know Terry is ; I am so glad for Rose." 

"I asked Anne the same question," said Julius. 
" Mother, you will be more glad than tantalized. The 
Salamanca is come in." 

Raymond made an inarticulate sound of infinite 
relief His mother exclaimed, " He must not come 
here! But Frankie could not spare Anne to him. 
What will she do ? " 

" She will stay bravely by FraAk," said Julius. " We 
must all wait tili the ship is paid off." 

" Of course," said Raymond. " If she can rejoice 
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that he is out of danger, we will ; I am content to 
know him near. It makes all much easier. And 
mother, he will find all ready to own what a priceless 
treasure he sent before him in his wife." 

There was the old note of pain in the comparison. 
Julius's heart was wrung as he thought of Sirenwood, 
with the sense that the victim was dying, the author 
of the evil recovering. He could only stifle the thought 
by turning away, and going to the table in his mother*s 
adjacent room, where letters had accumulated un- 
opened. "On Her Majesty's Service" bore the 
post-mark which justified him in opening it, and 
enclosing the letter it contained to Miss Vivian. 

He didso almost mechanically. He had gone 
through these weeks only by never daring to have a 
seif. The only man of his family who could be effec- 
tive; the only priest in the two infected parishes ; he had 
steadfastly braced himself for thework. He ventured 
only to act and pray, never to talk, save for the con- 
solation of others. To Wilsbro' he daily gave two 
morning hours, for he never failed to be wanted either 
for the last rites, or for some case beyond Herbert's 
experience, as well as to see the Vicar, who was sinking 
fast, in a devout and resigned frame, which impressed' 
while it perplexed his brother clergyman, in view of 
the glaring deficiencies so piain to others, büt which 
never seemed to trouble his conscience. 

The nursing-staff still consisted of the Sisters, 
Herbert Bowater, Mrs. Duncombe and her man- 
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servant. Under their care, the virulence of the 
disease was somewhat abating, and the doctors ven- 
tured to say that after the next few days there would 
be much fewer fatal cases ; but Water Lane was now 
a strangely silent place, — ^Windows open,blinds flapping 
in the wind, no children playing about, and the 
" Three • Pigeons " remained the only public-house 
not shut up. It was Hke having the red-cross on the 
door. 



CHAPTER IX. 

A STRANGE NIGHT. 

* * Cold, cold with death, came up the tidc 
In no manner of haste, 
Up to her knees, and up to her side, 

And up to her wicked waist ; 
For the hand of the dead, and the heart of the dead, 
Are strong hasps they to hold." 

G, Macdonald, 

" Rector," Said Herbert Bowater, " are you specially 
needed at home ? " 

" Why ? " asked Julius pausing. 

"There's that man Gadley." 

" Gadley ! Is he down } " 

" It seems that he has been ill this fortnight, but in 
the low, smouldering form ; and he and that hostler 
of his kept it a secret, for fear of loss of gain, and 
hatred of doctors, parsons, sisters, and authorities 
generally, until yesterday, when the hostler made off 
with all the money and the silver spoons. This morn- 
ing early, a policeman, seeing the door open, went in, 
and found the poor wretch in a most frightful State, but 
quite sensible. I was passing as he came out to look 
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for help, and I have been there mostly ever since. 
He is dying — M'Vie says there's not a doubt of that, 
and he has got something on his mind. He says he 
has been living on Moy*s hush-money all this time, 
for not bringing to light some embezzlement of your 
mother's money, and letting the blame light on that 
poor Cousin of yours, Douglas." 

Herbert was amazed at the lighting up of his 
Rector's worn, anxious face. 

" Douglas ! Thank heaven ! Herbert, we must 
get a magistrate at once to take the deposition ! " 

" What ! Do you want to prosecute Moy ? " 

" No, but to clear Archie/' 

" I thought he was drowned ? " 

" No ; that was all a mistake. Miles saw him at 
Natal. Herbert, this will be life and joy to your 
sister. What ! — you did not know about Jenny and 
Archie ? " 

" Not I — ^Jenny ! — poor old Joan ! So thaf s what 
has stood in her way, and made her the joUiest of old 
sisters, is it ? Poor old Joanie ! What ! was she 
engaged to him ? " 

** Yes, much against your father's liking, though he 
had consented. I remember he forbade it to be spoken 
of, — and you were at school." 

"And Joan was away nursing old Aunt Joan 
for two years. So Archie went off with this Charge 
on him, and was thought to be lost ! Whew ! How 
did she stand it ? I say, does she know he is alive ? " 
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" No, he forbade Miles to speak. No one knows 
but Miles and I, and our wives. Anne put us on the 
scent. Now, Herbert, TU go to the poor man at once, 
and you had better find a magistrate." 

" Whom can I find ? " said Herbert. " There's my 
father away, and Raymond ill, and Lipscombe waved 
me off" — ^wouldn't so much as speak to me for fear I 
should be infectious." 

" You must get a town magistrate." 

" Briggs is frantic since he lost his son, and Truelove 
thinks he has the fever, though Worth says it is all 
nonsense. There's nobody but Whitlock. Dear old 
Jenny ! Well, there always was something different 
from otherpeople in her, and I never guessed what it 
was. I'd go to the end of the world to make her 
happy and get that patient look out of her eyes." 

Herbert had nearly to fulfil this offer, for Mr. Whit- 
lock was gone to London for the day, and magistrates 
were indeed scarce ; but at last, after Walking two 
miles out of the town, his vehemence and determina- 
tion actually dragged in the unfortunate, timid 
justice of the peace who had avoided him in the road, 
but who could not refuse when told in strong earnest 
that the justification of an innocent man depended on 
his doing his duty. 

Poor Mr. Lipscombe ! The neglected " Three 
Pigeons " was just now the worst place in all Water 
Lane. The little that had hastily been done since the 
morning seemed to have had no effect on the foetid 
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atmosphere, even to Herbert's well-accustomed nos- 
trils; and what must it have been to a stranger, 
in spite of the open window and all the disinfectants ? 
And, alas ! the man had sunk into a sleep. Julius, who 
still stood by him, had heard all he had to say to 
relieve his mind, all quite rationally, and had been 
trying to show him the need of making reparation by 
repeating all to a magistrate, when the drowsiness had 
fallen on him ; and though the sound of feet roused 
him, it was to wander into the habitual defiance of 
authority, merging into terror. 

Herbert soothed him better than anyone eise could 
do, and he feil asleep again ; but Mr. Lipscombe 
declared it was of no use to remain — nothing but 
madness ; and they could not gainsay him. He left 
the two clergymen together, feeling himself to have 
done a very valiant and useless thing in the interests 
of justice, or at the importunity of a foolishly zealous 
young curate. 

"Look here," said Herbert, "Whitlock may be 
trusted. Leave a note for him explaining. TU stay 
here ; Tm the best to do so, any way. If he revives 
and is sensible, TU send off at once for Whitlock, or if 
there is no time, TU write it down and let him see me 
sign it." 

"And some one eise, if possible," said Julius. " The 
difficulty is that I never had authority given me to use 
what he said to me in private. Rather the contrary, 
for old instinctive habits of caution awoke the instant 
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I told hiih it was his duty to make it known, and that 
Archie was alive. I don*t like leaving you here, 
Herbert, but Raymond was very weak this moming ; 
besides, there's poor Joe's funeral." 

" Oh, never mind. Hell have his sleep out, and be 
all right when he awakes. Think of righting Jenny*s 
young man ! How joUy ! *' 

Julius went across to the town-hall hospital, and 
told the Sisters, whose darling his curate was, of the 
Charge he had undertaken, and they promised to look 
after him. After which Julius made the best of his 
way home, where Rosamond had, as usual, a bright 
face for him. Her warm heart and tender tact had 
shown her that obtrusive attempts to take care of him 
would only be harassing, so she only took care to 
secure him food and rest in his own house whenever 
it was possible, and that however low her own hopes 
might be, she would not add to his bürden ; and now 
Terry was so much better that she could well receive 
him cheerily, and talk of what Terry had that day 
eaten, so joyously, as almost to conceal that no one 
was better at the Hall. 

"'I will come with you," she said ; " I might do 
something for poor Fanny," as the bell began to toll 
for little Joshua's funeral. 

Fanny Reynolds, hearing some rumour of her boy's 
illness, had brought Drake to her home three days 
before his death. The poor little fellow*s utterances, 
both conscious and unconscious, had strangely 
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impressed the man, and what had they not awakened 
in the mother ? And when the words, so solemn and 
mysterious, feil on those unaccustomed ears in the 
churchyard, and Fanny, in her wild overpowering 
grief, threw herseif about in an agony of sorrow and 
remorse, and sobbed with low screams, it was " the 
lady " whom she viewed as an angel of mercy, who 
held her and hushed her ; and when all was over, and 
she was sinking down, faint and hysterical, it was 
■^'the lady" who — a little to the scandal of the more 
respectable — helped Drake to carry her to the Rectory, 
the man obeying like one dazed. 

** I must leave the sheep that was lost to you, Rose,'* 
Said Julius. " You can do more for them than I as- 
yet, and they have sent for me to the Hall." 

" You will stay there to-night if they want you ? I 
don't want anyone," said Rosamond at the door. 

He was wanted indeed at his home, Frank was in 
a wilder and more raving State than ever, and 
Raymond so faint and sinking, and with such a look 
about him, that Julius feit, more than he had ever done 
before, that though the fever had almost passed away, 
there was no spirit or strength to rally. He was very 
passive, and seemed to have no power to wonder, 
though he was evidently pleased when Julius told him 
both of Archie Douglas's life and the hopes of Clear- 
ing his name. " Teil Jenny she was right," he said, 
and did not seem inclined to pursue the subject. 

They wheeled Mrs. Poynsett away at her usual houn 
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when he was dozing ; and as Frank was still tossing 
and moaning incoherently, and often required to 
be held, Julius persuaded Anne to let him take her 
place with him, while she became Raymond*s watcher. 
He dozed about half an hour, and when she next 
gave him some food, he said, in a very low feeble 
tone : 

" You have heard from Miles ? " 

" Yes ; he says nothing shall stop him the moment 
they are paid oflf." 

" That's right No fear of infection — that's clear," 
said Raymond. 

" I think not — under God ! " and Anne's two hands 
unseen clasped over her throbbing, yearning heart. 

" Dear old fellow ! " said Raymond. " It is such 
pleasure to leave mother to him. If I don*t see him, 
Anne, teil him how glad I am. Fve no charge. I 
know he will do it all right. And mother will have 
you," and he held out his hand to her. Presently he 
said : " Anne. One thing " 

" Yes," she said anxiously. 

" You always act on principle, I know ; but don't 
hang back from Miles's friends and pleasures. I know 
the old fellow, Anne. His nature is sociable, and he 
wants sympathy in it." 

" I know what you mean, Raymond," said Anne ; 
^* I do mean to try to do right " 

" I know, I know," said he, getting a little excited, 
and speaking eagerly ; " but don't let right blind you. 
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Anne, if you censure and keep from all he likes — if 
you will be a recluse and not a woman — ^he — don*t be 
offended, Anne ; but if you leave him to himself^ then 
will every effort be made to turn him from you. You 
don't believe me." 

" My dear Raymond, don*t speak so eagerly," as 
his cheeks flushed. 

" I must I I can't see his happiness and yours 
wrecked like mine. Go with him, Anne. Don't leave 
him to be poisoned. Mesmerism has its power over 
whoever has been under the spell. And he has — he 
has ! She will try to turn him against you and 
mother." 

" Hush, Raymond ! Indeed I will be on my guard. 
There's no one there. What are you looking at ? " 

" Camilla I " he said, with eyes evidently seeing 
something. " Camilla ! Is it not enough to have 
destroyed one peace } " 

" Raymond, indeed there is no one here." 

But he had half raised himself. " Yes, Camilla, you 
have had your revenge. Let it be enough. No — no ; 
I forgive you ; but I forbid you to touch her." 

He grasped Anne*s arm with one hand, and stretched 
the other out as though to warn some one away- 
The same moment there was another outburst of 
the bleeding. Anne rang for help with one hand, and 
held him as best she could. It lasted long, and when 
it was over he was manifestly dying. " It is Coming," 
he said, looking up to Julius. " Pray ! Only first — 
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my love to Cecil. I hope she is still young enough not 
to have had all her life spoilt Is her father coming ? " 

" To-morrow," said Anne. 

" That*s well. Poor child ! she is better free." 

How piteously sad those words of one wedded but 
a year ! How unlike the look that met his mother's 
woeful yet tender eyes, äs she .held his hand. She 
would aid him through that last passage as through 
all before, only a word of strong and tender love, as 
he again looked up to Julius and Anne, as if to put 
her in their keeping, and once more murmured some- 
tliing of " Love to sweet Rose ! Now, Julius, pray ! " 

An ever dutiful man, there was no wanderingin 
look or tone. He breathed " Amen " once or twice, 
but never moved again, only his eyes still turned on 
his mother, and so in its time came the end. 

Old Susan saw at first that the long fluttering gasp 
had no successor, and her touch certified Julius. 
He rose and went towards his mother. She held out 
her hands and said, " Take me to my Frank." 

" We had better," whispered Anne. 

They wheeled her to the foot of the stairs. Julius 
took her in his arms, Anne held her feet, and thus 
they carried her up the stairs, and along the passage, 
hearing Frank's husky rapid babble all the way, and 
finding him struggling with the fierce strength of 
delirium against Jenkins, who looked as if he thought 
them equally senseless, when he saw his helpless 
mistress carried in. 
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" Frank, my boy, do He still," she said, and he took 
no notice; but when she laid her hand on his, he 
tumed, looked at her with his duUed eyes, andmuttered, 
*' Mother ! " 

It was the first recognition for many a day ! and, at 
the smoothing niotion of her hand over him, while 
she still entreated, "Lie still, my dear,"the mutterings 
died away ; the childish instinct of obedience stilled 
the struggles ; and there was something more like 
repose than had been seen all these weary months. 

" Mother," said Julius, "you can do for us what no 
one eise can. You will save him." 

She looked up to him, and hope took away the 
blank misery he had dreaded to see. "My poor 
Frankie," she said dreamily, " he has wanted me, I 
will not leave him now." 

All was soon still ; Frank's face had something like 
rest on it, as he lay with his mother*s hand on his 
brow, and she intent only on him. 

" You can leave them to me, I think," said Anne. 
" I will send if there be need ; but if not, you had 
better not come up tili you have been to Wilsbro' — if 
you must go. " 

" I must, I fear ; I promised to come to Füller if he 
be ^till here. I will speak to Jenkins first." 

Julius was living like a soldier in a campaign, with 
numbers dropping beside him, and no time to mourn, 
scarcely to realize the loss, and he went on, almost as 
if he had been a stranger ; while the grief of poor old 
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Jenkins was uncontrollable, both for his lady*s sake 
and for the young master, who had been his pride and 
gloiy. His sobs brought out Mrs. Grindstone into the 
gallery, to insist, with some asperity, that there should 
be no noise to awaken her mistress, who was in a 
sweet sleep. 

" We will take care/' said Julius, sadly. " I sup- 
pose she had better hear nothing tili Mr. Charnock 
comes." 

" She must be left to me, sir, or I cannot be 
answerable for the consequences/* was the stiflf 
reply, wherewith Mrs. Grindstone retreated into her 
Castle. 

Julius left the hushed and veiled house, in the 
frosty chill of the late autumn just before dawn, 
shivering between grief and cold, and he walked 
quickly down the avenue, feeling it stränge that the 
Windows in the face of his own house were glittering 
back the reflection of the setting moon. 

Something long and black came from the oppo- 
site direction. "Rector," it said, in a low hoarse 
voice, "I've got leave from him to use what he 
said to you. Sister Margaret and I signed it. Will 
that do ? " 

"I can't teil now, Herbert, I can't think. My 
brother is just gone," said Julius in his inward voice. 

" Raymond ! No ? Oh, I beg your pardon ; I never 
thought of that, Raymond- — " 

" Go home and go to bed," said Julius, as the young 
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man wrung his band. " Rest now — ^we must think 
another time." 

Did Rosamond know, was perhaps theforemost of his 
weary thoughts. Ah ! did she not ? Was she not Standing 
with her crimson shawl round her, and the long black 
plaits falling on it, to beckon him to the firelit comfort 
of his own room ? Did she not fall on his neck as he 
came heavily up, and cling around him with her warm 
arms ? " Oh, Julius, what a dear brother he was ! 
What can we do for your mother ? " 

As he told her how Frank's need did more than 
any support could do for her, her tears came thicker; 
but in spite of them, her fond hands put him into the 
easy-chair by the fire, and drew off his damp boots ; 
and while listening to the low sunken voice that told 
her of the end, she made ready the cup of cocoa that 
was waiting, and put the spoon in his hand in a 
caressing manner, that made her care, comfort, not 
oppression. Fatigue seconded her, for he took the 
warm food, faltered and leant back, dozing tili the 
baby*s voice awoke him, and as he saw Rosamond 
hushing her, he exclaimed : 

"O, Rose! if poor Raymond had ever known 
one hour like this ! " and he held out his arms for his 
child. 

" You know I don't let you hold her in that coat. 
Go into your dressing-room, have your bath, and 
put on your dressing-gown, and if you will lie on 
the bed, you shall take care of her while I go and 
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feed Terry. You can't do anything for anybody yet, 
it IS only six o*clock." 

These precautions, hindering his going jaded and 
exhausted into infection, were what Rosamond seemed 
to live for, though she never forced them on him, and 
he was far too physically tired out not to yield to the 
soothing effect ; so that even two hours on the bed 
sent him forth renovated to that brief service in the 
Church, where Herbert and he daily met and found 
their strength for the day. They had not had time to 
exchange a word after it before there was a knock at 
the vestry door, and a servant gave the message to 
Herbert who had opened it : " Lady Tyrrell is taken 
worse, sir, and Sir Harry Vivian begged that Mr. 
Charnock would come immediately." 

A carriage had been sent for him, and he could 
only hurry home to teil Rosamond to send on the 
pony to Sirenwood, to take him to Wilsbro*, unless 
he were first wanted at home. She undertook to go 
up to the Hall and give Anne a little rest, and he 
threw himself into the carriage, not daring to dwell on 
the pain it gave him to go from his brother's death- 
bed to confront Camilla. 

At the door Eleonora came to meet him. " Thank 
you," she said. " We knew it was no time to disturb 
you." 

"I can be better spared noii>y* answered Julius. 

"You don't mean '' she said, with a stränge 

look, which was not quite surprise. 

VOL. II. N 
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'* Yes, my dear brother left us at about three o'cicxk 
last night. A change came on at twelve." 

" Twelve ! " Eleonora laid her hand on his arm, and 
spoke in a quick agitated manner. " Camilla was much 
better tili last night, when at twelve I heard such a 
scream that I ran into her room. She was sitting up 
with her eyes fixed open, like a clairvoyante, and her 
voice seemed pleading — pleading with him^ as if for 
pardon, and she held out her hands and called him. 
Then, suddenly, she gave a terrible shriek, and feil 
back in a kind of fit. Mr. M*Vie can do nothing, 
and though she is conscious now, she does nothing 
but ask for you and say that he does not want you 
now." 

Julius grew paler, as he said very low, "Anne said 
he seemed to be seeing and answering her, Not like 
delirium, but as if she were really there." 

" Don't teil anyone," entreated Eleonora, in a breath- 
less whisper, and he signed consent, as both feit how 
those two spirits must have been entwined, since these 
long years had never broken that subtle link of 
sympathy which had once bound them. 

Sir Harry 's face, dreary, sunken, and terrified, was 
thrust over the balusters, as he called, " Don't hinder 
him, Lena, she asks for him every moment;" and 
as they came on, he caught JuHus's hand, saying, 
" Soothe her, soothe her — 'tis the only chance. If 
she could but sleep ! " 

There lay Camilla Tyrrell, beautiful still, but more 
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than ever like the weirdtragic head with snake-wreathed 
brows, in the wasted contour of her regulär features 
and the flush on her hoUow cheeks, while her eyes 
burned with a stränge fire that almost choked back 
Julius's salutation of peace, even while he breathed it, 
for might not the Son of Peace be with some there ? 
The eager glance seemed to dart at him, "Julius 
Charnock ! " she cried, " Come ! " and as he would 
have Said some word about her health, she cut 
him Short, " Never mind that ; I must speak while 
my brain serves. After that be the priest. He is 
dead ! " 

" My brother ? Yes." 

" The only one I ever loved ! There*s no sin nor 
scandal in saying so now. His wife is better ? It will 
never kill her." 
*' She does not know." 

" No ? There was nothing to make her. He could 
not give her his heart, try as he would. Why did 
he turn the unchangeable to hate ! hate ! hate ! " 

" Lady Tyrrell, you did not send for me to hear 
what ought not to be said at all ? " 

" Don't fly off," she said. " I had really something 
to say. It was not wholly hate, Julius ; I really tried 
to teach his little idiot of a wife to win him at last. 
I meant it to tum out well, and nothing could, with 
that mother there." 

" I must leave you, Lady Tyrrell, if you will not 
control yourself." 

N 2 
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"Don't be hafd on me, Julius/* and she looked 
up with the glance of better days* "You idolize 
her, like all the rest of you ; but she chilled 
me akid repelled me, and turned me to bitter- 
ness, when I wa^ young and he might have led 
me. Her power and his idolatry made me jealous, 
and what I did in a fit of petulance was so 
fastened on that I could not draw back. Why 
did not he wait a llttle longer to encumber himself 
with that girl ! No«— that wasn't what I had to say 
— it's all over now. It is the other thing. How 
is Frank?" 

" Very ill indeed ; but quieter just now." 
** Then there shall not be another wreck like ours. 
Lena, are you here > You saw that Frank had let 
Constance Strangeways win your pebble> It was 
because I showed him the one Beatrice bought, and 
he thought it yours. Yes, I saw nothing eise for it. 
What was to become of the property if you threw 
5^ourself away, and on Aer son ? " she added) with the 
malignant look. "Whether he knew of this little 
vow of yours I can't teil, but he had lost his head 
and did for himself. It was for your good and papa*s ; 
but I shall not be here to guide the clue, so you must 
go your own way, and be happy in it, if sAe will let 
you, Fathef, do yoü hear ? Don't think to please 
me by hindering the course of trüe love ; and you, 
Julius, teil Frank he was *a dull Moor.* I liked the 
boy, I was sorry for him ; but he ought to have 
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known his token better ; — and there was the estate to 
be saved.** 

'* Estates weigh little now ! " 

** Clerical ! I suppose now is the time for it ? 
You were all precision at Compton. It would kill 
me ; I can*t live with Mrs. Poynsett. No, no, Tom, 
I can't have old Raymond quizzed ; TU get him out 
of it when the leading-strings are cut. What right 
has she ?*' 

The delirium had returned. JuHus's voice kept her 
still for a few moments, but she broke out afresh at 
his first pause, and murmurs feil thick and fast from 
her tongue mixing the names of her brother and 
Raymond with railings at Mrs. Poynsett for slights 
in the days when the mother was striving to discourage 
the inclination that resulted in the engagement. 

Earnestly did Julius beseech for peace, for repen- 
tance for the poor storm-tossed soul ; but when the 
raving grew past control, and the time was coming 
for his ministrations to the Vicar of Wilsbro*, he was 
forced to leave her. Poor old Sir Harry would have 
clung to him as to anything like a support, but 
Eleonora knew better. "No, dear papa," she said, 
" he has given us too much of his time already, H^ 
must go where he can still help. Poor Camilla cannot 
attend to him." 

" If she came to herseif " 

" Then send for me. I would come instantly. Send 
to the town-hall any time before twelve, after that to 
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Compton. Send without scruples, Lenore, you have 
truly the right." 

They did not send, except that a note met him as he 
retumed home, telHng him that suffusion of the brain 
had set in. Camilla Tyrrell did not survive Raymond 
Poynsett twelve hours. 



CHAPTER X. 

COME BACK. 

" And are ye sure the news is tnie ? 
And are ye sure he*s weel ? " 

y. Tiiompson, 

Eleonora Vivian was striving to write her sorrow- 
ful announcements in the deepening dusk of that 
autumn evening, while her father had shut himself 
up after his vigil to sleep under Victor*s care, when 
a message came that Lady Rosamond Charnock 
earnestly begged to see her. She stood with a face 
white and set, looking like a galvanised corpse, as 
her Ups framed the words, " He is dead ! " 

" No ! " almost screamed Rosamond, snatching her 
hand. *' No ! But no one can save him but you, 
Come ! " 

Without a wordj Eleonora stepped into her own 
room and came back in cloak, hat, and veil. 

" Right," Said Rosamond, seizing her arm, and 
taking her to the pony-carriage at the door, then 
explaining while driving rapidly: "He has left off 
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raving ever since his mother has been with him, but 
he lies — not still but weak, not speaking, only moaning 
now and then. His throat is so dreadful that it is hard 
to give him anything, and he takes no notice of what 
one says, only if his mother takes the spoon. He 
gets weaker, and Dr. Worth says it is only because 
there is no impulse to revive him — ^he is just sinking 
because he can*t be roused. When I heard that, I 
thought I knew who could." 

Eleonora's lips once moved, but no sound came 
from them, and Rosamond urged her little pony to 
its best speed through the two parks from one veiled 
house to another, fastened it to the garden-door with- 
out calling anyone, and led her silent companion up 
the stairs. 

Mrs. Poynsett feit a hand on her Shoulder, and 
Rosamond said, " I have brought our only hope," and 
Eleonora stood, looking at the ghastly face. The 
yellow skin, the inflamed purple lips, the cavernous 
look of cheeks and eyes, were a fearful sight, and only 
the feeble incessant groping of the skeleton fingers 
showed life or action. 

" Put this into his hand," said Rosamond, and Lenore 
found the pebble token given to her, and obeyed. 
At the touch, a quivering trembled over face and 
form, the eyelids lifted, the eyes met hers, there was 
a catching of the breath, a shudder and convulsive 
movement. "He is going," cried his mother, but 
Anne started forward with drops of strong stimulant, 
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Rosamond rubbed spirit into bis forehead, the struggle 
lessened, the Hght flickered back into bis brown eyts, 
bis fingers closed on bers. " Speak to bim/* said Mrs. 
Poynsett. " Do you see ber, Frankie dear ? " 

" Frank ! dear Frank, bere I am." 

Tbe eyes gazed witb more meaning, tbe b'ps moved, 
but no sound came tili Anne bad given anotber drop 
of tbe stimulant, and tbe terrible pain of tbe swal- 
lowing was lessened. Tben be looked up, and tbe 
words were beard« 

" Is it true ? ' 

" It is, my dear boy. It is Lena. " 

" Here, Frank," as still tbe wistful gaze was unsatis- 
fied ; sbe laid ber bands on bis, and tben be almost 
smiled and tried to raise it to bis cbeeks, but be was 
too weak ; and sbe obeyed tbe feeble gesture, and 
stroked tbe wasted face, wbile a look of content came 
over it, tbe eyes closed, and be slept witb bis face 
against ber band, bis motber watcbing beside witb 
ineßable gratitude and dawning bope. 

Lenore was forgetting everytbing in tbis watcbing, 
but in anotber quarter of an bour Anne was forced 
again to torture bim witb ber spoon; but life was 
evidently gaining ground, for tbougb be put it from 
bim at first, be submitted at Lena's gesture and 
Word. Sbe feit tbe increased warmtb and power in 
bis grasp, as be wbispered " Lena, you are come back," 
tben feit for tbe token. 
Alas ! tbat sbe must leave bim. Tbey knew 
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she must not stay away from her father ; indeed, 
Rosamond had told no one of her attempt, her forlorn 
hope. Lena tried to give assurances that she only 
went because it could not be helped, and the others 
told him she would return, but still he held her, 
and murmured, "Stay." She could not tear herseif 
away, she let him keep her hand, and again he dozed 
and his fingers relaxed. "Go now, my dear," said 
Mrs. Poynsett, " you have saved him. This stone will 
show him that you have been here. You will come 
back to-morrow, I may promise him ? " 

" Yes, yes. In the morning, or whenever I can be 
spared," whispered Lena, who was held for a moment 
to Mrs. Poynsett's breast, ere Rosamond took her 
away again, and brought her once more downstairs 
and to the pony-carriage. There she leant back^ 
weeping quietly but bitterly over the shock of Frankes 
terribly reduced State, which seemed to take from her 
all the joy of his revival, weeping too at the cruel need 
that was taking her away. 

" He will do now ! I know he will," said Rosamond,, 
happy in her bold venture. 

" Oh ! if I could stay ! " 

" Most likely you would be tumed out for fear of 
excitement. The stone will be safer for him." 

" Where did that come from ? " asked Lenore, Struck 
suddenly with the wonder. 

" I wrote to Miss Strangeways, when I saw how he 
was always feeling, feeling, feeling for it, like the 
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Bride of Lammermoor. I told her there was more 
than she knew connected with that bit of stone, 
and life or death might hang on it. Then when 
rd got it, I hardly knew what to do with it, 
for if it had soothed the poor boy delirious, the 
Coming to his right mind might have been all the 
worse." 

Rosamond kissed her effusively, and she dreamily 
muttered, "He must be saved." There was a sort of 
Strange mist round her, as though she knew not what 
she was doing, and she longed to be alone. She 
would not let Rosamond drive her beyond the Siren- 
wood gate, but insisted on Walking through the park 
alone in the darkness, by that very path where Frank 
had ten months ago exchanged vows with her. 

Rosamond turned back to the Hall. It was poor 
Cecil's pony-carriage that she was driving, and she took 
it to the stable-yard, where her entreaty had obtained 
it from the coachman, whom she rewarded by saying 
" I was right, Brown, I fetched his best doctor," and 
the old servant understood, and came as near a smile 
as anyone at Compton could do on such a day. 

" Is the carriage gone for Mr. Charnock ? '* 

"Yes, my lady, I sent Alfred with it; I did not 
seem as if I could go driving into Wilsbro' on such 
a day.'' 

Rosamond bade a kind farewell to the poor old 
coachman, and was Walking homewards, when she 
saw a figüre advancing towards her, strangely familiär, 
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and yet hat and coat forbade her to believe it her 
husband, even in the dusk. She could not help 
exclaiming, " Miles ! " 

" Yes ! " he said, coming to a standstiU. " Are you 
Rosamond ? " 

" I am ; — ^Anne is quite well and Frank better. 
Oh ! this will do them good ! You know " 

" Yes — ^yes, I know/' he said hastily, as if he could 
not bear to let himself out to one as yet a stranger. 
" My mother > " 

" Absorbed in Frank too much to feel it yet f uUy. 
Anne watches them both. Oh ! Miles, what she has 
been ! " and she clasped his hand again. ** Let me 
call her ? " 

And Rosamond opened the hall door just as some 
instinct, for it could hardly have been sense of hearing, 
had brought Anne upon the stairs, where, as Miles 
would have hurried up to her, she seemed, in the light 
grey dress she still wore, to hover like some spirit 
eluding his grasp like the fabled shades. 

" Oh no ! you ought not. Infection — I am steepsd 
in it" 

" Nonsense," and she was gathered into the strong 
grasp that was home and rest to her, while Miles was 
weeping uncontrollably as he held her in his arms. 
" O Nannie, Nannie ! I did not think it would be like 
this. Why did they keep me tili he was gone ? No, 
I did not get the telegram, I only heard at the Station. 
They let me go this morning, and I did think I should 
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have been in time." He loosed himself from her, 
and hung over the balustrade, struggling with a streng 
man's anguish, then said in a low voice, "Did he 
want me ? " 

" He knew it was your duty," said Anne. " We 
all were thankful you were kept from infection, and 
he said many little things, but the chief was that he 
trusted you too much to leave any special messages. 
Hark! that must be Mr. Chamock, Cecirs father! 
I must go and receive him. Stay back, Miles, you 
can*t now-— you know my room — 
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He signed acquiescence, but lingered in the dark 
to look down and see how, though Rosamond had 
waited to spare them this reception, his wife's tall 
graceful figure came forward, and her kindly com- 
forting gestureS) as the two sisters-in-law took the 
new comer into the drawing-room, and in another 
minute Anne flitted up to him again. " That good 
Rosamond is seeing to Mr. Charnock," she said ; "will 
you come, Miles ? I think it will do your mother good ; 
only quietly, for Frank knows nothing." 

Mrs. Poynsett still sat by Frank. To Miles's eyes 
he was a fearful spectacle, but to Anne there was 
hourly progress ; the sunken dejected look was gone, 
and though there was exhaustion, there was rest ; 
but he was neither sleeping noc waking, and showed 
no heed when his brother dropped on one knee by his 
mother*s side, put an arm round her waist, and after 
one fervent kiss laid his black head on her lap, hiding 
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bis face there while she fondled bis hair, and said, 
" Frank, Frankie dear, here*s Miles come home." He 
<lid not seem to hear, only his Ups murmured something 
like " Anne," and the tender band and ready toucb 
of bis unwearied nurse at once fulfiUed bis need, wbile 
bis motber wbispered, " Miles, sbe is our blessing ! " 

Poor Miles! Never bad sailor a stranger, tbougb 
some may bave bad an even sadder, return. He bad 
indeed found bis wife, but bers was tbe only band 
tbat could make Frank swallow tbe sustenance tbat 
be needed every balf bour, or wbo knew bow to relieve 
bim. Indeed, even tbe being togetber in tbesick-room 
was not long possible, for Anne was called to tbe 
door. Mr. Cbarnock was asking to see Mrs. Poynsett. 
Would Mrs. Miles come and speak to bim } 

Mr. Cbarnock was a small and restless man witb 
•wbite bair, little black eyes, looking keener tban tbey 
•were, and a face wbicb bad evidently been tbe mould 
of Cecirs. He was very kind, witb a füll persuasion 
tbat tbe consolations of bis august seif must be in- 
falHble ; but tbis was coupled witb an inclination to 
reprove everybody for tbe fate tbat bad left bis 
cberisbed darling a cbildless widow at two-and-twenty. 
To take bim to Frankes room was impossible, and be 
bad to be roundly told so. Neitber bad be seen bis 
daugbter. Sbe was very weak, but recovering, and 
Grindstone, wbom be had seen and talked witb, was 
as strenuous in deprecating any excitement as be was 
nervous about it. So be could only be disposed of 
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in his room tili dinner-time, when he came down 
prepared to comfort the family, but fulfiUed his mission 
rather by doing such good as a blister, which lessens 
the force of the malady by counter-irritation. 

Julius came up to be with Miles, and to help them 
through the dinner, the first which had been laid for 
many a long day. His inquiry for Cecil was answered, 
"She IS progressing as favourably as there can be 
reason to expect, but I have not seen her. I foUow 
the judgment of her faithful Grindstone." 

" Then she still knows nothing — 
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" Of her bereavement ? No. Her State does not 
yet Warrant it. In fact, I almost wish I had obeyed 
my original Impulse, and brought down Venn to make 
the melancholy communication." 

To everyone's surprise Anne bristled up, saying, 
" Why here is Julius, Mr. Charnock ! " 

Mr. Charnock bowed ; " I understand that my 
cousin Julius has been engrossed by his wife's family 
and by the adjoining parish, the care of which he has 
assumed." 

Anne fairly coloured up, and exclaimed, "Julius 
has been our mainstay and help in everything — I can't 
think how he has done it. He has been here when- 
ever we needed him, as well as at Wilsbro', where 
people have been dying everywhere, the poor Vicar 
and all " 

" Far be it from me to discourage philanthropy," 
Said Mr. Charnock, "only I would have it withiadvi^ 
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bounds. I am an old-fashioned squire, of a school 
it may be, antiquated, an advocate of the parochial 
System ; and I cannot help thinking that if this had 
been closely adhered to by hot-headed young clergy- 
men, my poor child might not have been a childless 
widow at two-and-twenty.'* 

Julius was too much tired and too sad-hearted to 
heed greatly what Mr. Chamock said. It was so 
Strange to have Miles in sight, yet to feel so unable to 
be glad, that he scarcely heard anything. But Anne 
again took up the cudgels, " Mr. Charnock, you don*t 
suppose that it was anything Julius did that brought 
this fever here. It was going to the town-hall 
among the drains." 

"My dear Mrs. Miles Chamock, I am sure your 
husband will agree with me that sanitary arrangements 
and all connected with them are beyond the ränge of 
ladies, who are happily exempted from all kndwledge 
of the subject" 

Anne could not say aloud that she wished Cecil 
had held this opinion, but she subsided, while Mr. 
Charnock prosed on, asking questions about the 
arrangements, and seeming shocked to hear that the 
funeral must be early the next day, this being one 
of the prime injunctions of the doctors, and that no 
one had been asked to attend it. It made him sigh 
again for his poor daughter, as he handed Anne in to 
dinner. She did not stay half through it, for it was 
again the time for feeding Frank. Miles went half- 
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way upstairs with her and returned, looking very 
wistful. Julius smiled at him, "Your wife is too 
valuable, Miles ; she is everyone*s property." 

'*It must be very gratifying to you," added Mr. 
Charnock, '* to find how example and superior society 
have developed the native qualities your discernment 
detected in the charming young lady who has just 
quitted us. It was a most commendable arrange- 
ment to send her to enjoy the advantages of this 
place." 

" I sent her to be a comfort to my mother," said 
Miles, bluntly. 

" And so she has been," said Julius, fervently, but 
sotto voce, 

"I understand," said Mr. Charnock; "and as I 
was saying, my dear Cecil expressed from the first 
her desire to assist in forming her stranger sister-in-law, 
and I am happy to see the excellent effect. I should 
scarcely have guessed that she came from a colony." 
" Indeed," Miles answered drily. 
Mr. Charnock might have it his own way, if he 
liked to think Anne had been a Hottentot tili Cecil 
reclaimed her. 

The two brothers did feel something like joy when 
a message at last inform ed Mr. Charnock that his 
daughter was awake and he might see her. They 
drew nearer together, and leant against one another, 
with absolute joy in the contact. They were singu- 
larly alike in outline, voice, and manner, in everything 
VOL. II. O 
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but colouring, and had always been one in spirit, 
except for the strong passion for adventure which 
had taken Miles to sea, to find he had chosen his 
profession too young to count the cost, and he held 
to it rather by duty than taste. Slight as had been 
his seniority, poor Raymond had always been on a 
sort of paternal pinnacle, sharing the administration 
with his mother, while Miles and Julius had paired 
on an equality. 

" Poor mother ! " sighed Miles. " How is she to 
live without him .^ Julius, did he leave any word 
for me with you ? " 

"Above all, that Anne is the daughter for my 
mother, and so she is." 

"What, when this poor wife of Raymond's was 
Said to be the superior creature } " 

" You see her adoring father," said Julius. " My 
Rose has necessarily her own cares, but Anne has 
been my mother's silent aid and stay for months, 
and what she has been in the present need no words 
can say. My mother has had no power to take the 
direction of anything, her whole being has been 
absorbed, first in Raymond, now in Frank; and not 
only has Anne been Frank*s constant nurse through 
these five weeks of the most frightful fever and 
delirium I have seen at all here, but she has had 
thought for all, and managed all the house and 
servants. We could do comparatively little, with 
Rose's brother ill at home, and the.baby so young; 
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besides, there have been eleven cases in the parish ; 
and there was Wilsbro' — but Anne has been the 
angel in the house." 

" I knew — I knew she would be evcrything when 
once the first strangeness was over; but, poor girl, 
her heart is in Africa, and it has been all exile here ; 
I could see it in every letter, though she tried to make 
the best of it. If there had but been a child here ! '* 

" I think you will find sufficient attachment to 
mother to weigh a good deal with her. Poor Anne, 
she did think us all very wicked at first, and perhaps 
she does still, but at least this has drawn us all 
nearer together." 

And then the brothers lowered their voices, and 
Miles heard the füll history of Raymond*s last illness, 
with all the details that Julius could have spoken of 
to none eise, while the sailor*s tears slowly dropped 
through the hands that veiled his face. It was a 
great deprivat ion to him that he might not look on 
Raymond's face again, but the medical edict had 
been decisive, and he had come home to be of use 
and not a burthen. As Julius told Rosamond, he 
only thoroughly feit the blessing of Miles*s return 
when he bade good-night and left the Hall, in peace 
and security that it had a sufficient aid and stay, and 
that he was not deserting it. 

Miles had proposed to send his wife to bed and 
take the night watch, and he so far prevailed that 
she lay down in the adjoining room in her dressing- 

O 2 
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gown while he sat by Frank*s side. She lay where 
she could feast her eyes upon him, as the lamplight 
feil on his ruddy brown cheek, black hair, and steady 
dark eye, so sad indeed, but so füll of quiet strength 
and of heedful alacrity even in stillness — a look that 
poor Raymond, with all his grave dignity, had never 
worn. That sight was all Anne wanted. She did not 
speak, she did not sleep ; it was enough, more than 
enough, to have him there. She was too much tired, 
body and mind, after five weeks of strain, for more 
than the sense that God had given her back what she 
loved, and this was " more than peace and more than 
rest." 



CHAPTER XI. 

BREAKING DOWN. 

FUNERAT.S were Httle attended in these sad days. 
The living had to be regarded more than the dead, 
and Raymond Poynsett was only foUowed to the 
grave by his two brothers, his father-in-law, and some 
of the servants. Rosamond, however, weeping her 
soft profuse tears, could hear everything from behind 
the blind at Terry*s open window, on that moist warm 
autumn day ; everything, for no exception was made 
to the rule that coffins might not be taken into the 
church during this deadly sickness. She did hear a 
faltering and a blundering, which caused her to look 
anxiously at the tall white figure standing at the head 
of the grave, and, as she now saw, once or twice catch- 
ing at the iron railing that fenced in the Poynsett 
tombs. Neither her husband nor his brother seemed 
to notice what she observed. Absorbed in the sorrow 
and in one another, they turned away after the service 
was ended, and walked towards the Hall. Rosamond 
did not speak for a minute or two, then she turned 
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round to Terry, who was sitting up in bed, with an 
awe-struck face, listening as well as he could to the 
low Sounds, and watching her. 

" Terry, dear, shall you mind my going to see after 
Herbert Bowater ? I am sure they have let him over- 
work himself. If he is not fit to take Lady TyrrelFs 
funeral this aftemoon, I shall send to Duddingstone 
on my own responsibility. I will not have Julius 
doing that ! " 

" Do you think he is ill — Bowater, I mean ? " asked 
Terry. 

" I don't like it. He seemed to totter as he went 
across the churchyard, and he blundered. I shall go 
and see." 

" Oh yes, go," said Terry ; " I don't want anybody. 
Don't hurry." 

Rosamond put on her hat and sped away to Mrs. 
Hornblower*s. As usual, the front door leading to 
the staircase was open, and, going up, she knocked at 
the sitting-room door ; but the only response was such 
a whining and scratching that she supposed the dogs 
had been left prisoners there and forgotten, and so she 
tumed the lock — ^but there was an obstruction ; so that 
though Mungo and Tartar darted out and snuffed 
round her, only Rollo's paw and head appeared, and 
there was a beseeching earnestness in his looks and 
little moans, as if entreating her to come in. Another 
push, vigorously seconded by Rollo within, showed 
her that it was Herbert's Shoulder that hindered her. 
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and that he was lying outstretched oa the floor, 
apparently just recalled to consciousness by the push ; 
for as Rollo proceeded to his one remedy of licking, 

there was a faint murmur of " Who — what " 

" It is I ! What is the matter ? " 
" Lady Rose ! TU— I'H try to move— oh ! " His 
voice died away, and Rosainond thrust in her salts, 
and called to Mrs. Hornblower for water, but in vain. 
However, Herbert managed to move a little to one 
side. She squeezed into the doorway, hastily brought 
water from his bedroom within, and, kneeling down 
by him, bathed his face, so that he revived to say, in 
the same faint voice, " Fm so sorry I made such 
mulls. I couldn't see. I thought I knew it by heart" 
" Never mind, never mind, dear Herbert ! You 
are better. Couldn't yöu let me help you to the 
sofa ? " 

" Oh, presently ; " and as she took his head on her 
lap, " Thank you ; I did mean to hold out tili after 
this day*s work; but it is all right now Bindon is 
come." 

" Come ! — is he ? " she joj^fully exclaimed. 
" Yes, I saw him from the window. I was getting 
up to hail him when the room turned upside down 
with me." 

" There's his step ! " now exclaimed Rosamond. 
" Squeeze in, Mr. Bindon ; you are a very welcome 
sight." 

Mr. Bindon did make his way in, and stood 
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dismayed at the black mass on the floor. Rosamond 
and Rollo, one on each side of Herbert's great figure, 
in his cassock, and the rosy face deadly white, while 
Mungo and Tartar, vvho hated Mr. Bindon, both 
began to bark, and thus did the most for their master, 
whose call of "Quiet! you brutes," seemed to give 
him sudden strength. He took a grip of Rollo*s 
curly back, and, supported by Mr. Bindon, dragged 
himself to the sofa and feil heavily back on it. 

*' Give him some brandy," said Mr. Bindon, hastily. 
"There's not a drop of anything," muttered 

Herbert ; *' it s all gone " 

" To Wilsbro'," explained Rosamond ; then seeing 
the scared face of Dilemma at the door, she hastily 
gave a message, and sent her flying to the Rectory, 
while Mr. Bindon was explaining. 

" I wish I had known. I never will go out of the 
reach of letters again. I saw in the Times, at Inns- 
pruck, a mention of typhoid fever here, and I came 
back as fast as trains would bring me ; but too late, I 
fear." 

" You are welcome, indeed," repeated Rosamond. 
" Herbert has broken down at last, after doing 
more than man could do, and I am most thankful 
that my husband should be saved the funerals at 
Wilsbro\" 

Mr. Bindon, whose face showed how shocked he 
was, made a few inquiries. He had learnt the main 
facts on his way, but had been seeking his junior to 
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hear the details, and he looked, like the warrior who 
had missed Thermopylae, ashamed and grieved at his 
hoHday. 

The bottle Rosamond had sent for arrived, and 
there was enough vigour restored to make her say, 
" Here*s a first Service, Mr. Bindon, to help this poor 
fellow into bed/' 

" No, no ! " exclaimed Herbert. 

"You are not going to say there's nothing the 
matter with you ? *' said Rosamond, as a flush passed 
over the pale face. 

" No," he said ; " but I want to go home. I should 
have taken a fly at Wilsbro*. Cranky will see to me 
without bothering anybody eise. If you would send 
for one " 

" I don't think I can tili I know whether you are fit 
to move," said Rosamond. *' I desired Dilemma to 
tell.them to send Dr. Worth here when he comes to 
Terry. Besides, is it quite right to carry tkis into 
another place ? " 

"I never thought of that,** said Herbert. ''But 
they would shut me up ; nobody come near me but 
Cranky." But there a shivering fit caught him, so 
that the sofa shook with him, and Rosamond covered 
him with rugs, and again told him bed was the only 
place for him, and he consented at last, holding his 
head as he rose, dizzy with the ache; 

" Look here, Lady Rose," he said, falling back into 



a sitting posture at the first attempt,. " where's my 
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writing case ? If I go off my head, will you give this 
to the Rector, and ask him if it will be any good in 
the matter he knows of?" and he handed her an 
envelope. '*And this keep," he added, giving her 
one addressed to his father. " Don't let him have it 
tili it*s all over. You know." Then he took up a 
pen and a sheet of paper, and got as far, with a 

shaking hand, as "Dear Crank " but there he 

broke down, and laid his head on the table, 
groaning. 

" ril do it. What shall I say, dear Herbert ? " 

" Only teil her to come to me," he gasped. 
" Cranstoun — our old nurse. Then I'll be no- 
trouble." 

While Mr. Bindon helped Herbert into his room,. 
Rosamond sped home to send for Mrs. Cranstoun,^ 
arrange for the care of the new patient in the inter- 
vening hours, and fetch some of those alleviations of 
wbich experience had taught the use. Mr. Bindon 
came to meet her on her return, carefuUy shutting^ 
the door, and saying, " Lady Rosamond, can he be 
delirious already ? He is talking of being plucked 
for his Ordination." 

" Too true," said Rosamond. " I thought it a great 
shame to be so hard on a man with tAai in him ; but 
I believe you expected it } " 

" No ; I may have said he would fail, but I never 
expected it" 

" Fail, indeed ! Fancy a man being turned back 
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who has'worked night and day — night and day — 
doing all the very hardest Services — never resting l 
Very Hkely kilHng himself ! " cried Rosamond hotly. 
" May I come back to him ? Terry can spare me, and 
if you will go to Wilsbro', TU stay tili my husband 
comes, or the doctor. The Sisters will teil you what 
to do." 

Herbert was, however, so much more comfortable 
for being in bed, that he was able to give Mr. Bindon 
directions as to the immediate cares at Wilsbro* ; but 
he was distressed at occupying Lady Rose, his great 
object being to be no trouble to anybody, though he 
had Seen so much of the disease as to have been fully 
aware that it had been setting in for the last two 
days, yet his resolution to spare his Rector had kept 
him afoot tili he had seen other help arrive. He 
declared that he wanted nobody but Rollo, who could 
fetch and carry, and call anyone, if only the doors 
were open, and really the creature's wistful eyes and 
gentle movements justified the commendation. 

"Only," Said Herbert anxiously, "I suppose this fs not 
catching for dogs. You'll make a home for him, Lady 
Rose ? " he added. " I should like you to have him, 
and he'll be happier with you than with anyone 
eise." 

'* Herbert, I can't have you talk of that." 

" Very well," he said, quietly. " Only you will 
keep my dear old fellow — IVe had him from a puppy 
— and he is but three years old now." 
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Rosamond gave all promises, from her füll heart, as 
she fondled the soft wise black head. 

Herbert was unhappy too about Mrs. Hornblower's 
trouble. Harry had been one of the slighter cases, 
and was still in his room, a good deal subdued by the 
illness, and by the attention the lodger had shown 
him ; for Herbert had spent many hours, when he had 
been supposed to be resting, in relieving Mrs. Horn- 
blower, and she was now in ä flood of gratitude, only 
longing to do everything for him herseif. Had he 
not, as she declared, saved her son, body and soul ? 

The most welcome sight was Julius, who came down 
in dismay as soon as he could leave the Hall. " I am 
so glad," Said the patient ; " I want to talk things 
over while my head is clearer than it ever may be again." 

" Don't begin by desponding. These fevers are 
much less severe now than six weeks ago." 

**Yes; but they always go the hardest with the 
great big strong young fellows. Fve buried twelve 
young men out of the whole forty-five." 

** Poor lads, I doubt if their life had been such a 
preparation as yours." 

" Don't talk of my life. A stewardship I never set 
myself to contemplate, and so utterly failed in. IVe 
got nothing to carry to my God but broken vows 
and a wasted year." 

" Nothing can be brought but repentance." 

" Yes, but look at others who have tried, feit their 
dutles, and cared for souls ; while I thought only of 
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my vows as a restraint, and tried how much pleasure 
I could get in spite of them. A pretty story of all 
the ministry I shall ever have." 
" These last weeks ? " 

" Common humanity — nonsense ! I should always 
have done as much ; besides, I was crippled every- 
where, not merely by want of power as a priest, but 
by having made myself such a shallow, thoughtless 
ass. But that was not what I wanted to say. It was 
about Gadley and his confession." 

" O, Herbert ! I am afraid I was very unkind that 
night. I did not think of anything but our own 
trouble, nor see how much it had cost you." 

" Of course not — nonsense. You had enough to think 
of yourself, and I was only ashamed of having bored 
you." 

" And when I think of the State of that room, I am 
afraid it was then you took in the poison." 

" Don't say afraid. If it was for Jenny, I shall have 
done some good in the world. But the thing is — is it 
good } Will it clear Douglas } I suppose what he 
Said to you was under seal of confession } " 

"Scarcely so, technically; but when a man un- 
burthens himself on his death-bed, and then, so far 
from consenting, shows terror and dismay at the 
notion of his words being taken down as evidence, 
it seems to me hardly right or honourable to make 
use of them — though it would right a great wrong. 
But what did you get from him ? " 
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"I gave Lady Rose the paper. He raved most 
horribly for an hour or two, as if all the foul talk of 
his pot-house had got into his brain," said Herbert, 
with a shudder. " Rector, Rector, pray for me, that 
I mayn't come out with that at any rate. It has 
haunted me ever since. Well, at last he slept, and 
woke up sinking but conscious, knew me, and began 
to ask if this was death, and was frightened, clutching 
at me, and asking to be held, and what he could do. 
I told him at least he could undo a wrong, if he 
would only authorize us to use what he said to clear 
Douglas ; and then. as Sister Margaret had come 
across, I wrote as well as I could : ' George Gadley 
authorizes what he said to the Rev. Julius Charnock 
to be used as evidence ; ' and I suppose he saw us sign 
it, if he could see at all, for his sight was nearly gone." 

Julius drew a long breath. 

" And now, what was it ? " said Herbert. 

"Well, the trio — Moy, young Proudfoot, and Tom 
Vivian — detained a letter of my mother's, with a 
cheque in it, and threw the blame of it on Archie 
Douglas. They thought no one was in the office but 
themselves ; but Gadley was a clerk there, and was 
in the outer room, where he heard all. He came to 
Moy afterwards, and has been preying on him for 
hush-money ever since." 

" And this will set things straight } " 

" Yes. How to set about the public justification I 
do not yet see ; but with your father, and all the rest, 
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Archie's innocence will be as piain as it always has 
been to us." 

" Where is he ? " 

" On an ostrich farm at Natal.'* 

"Whew! — ^we must have him home. Jenny can*t 
be spared. Poor Jenny, when she hears that, it will 
make all other things light to her." 

" What is their address ? " 

" No, don't write. Mamma has had a fresh cold, 
and neither my father nor Jenny could leave her. 
Let them have a little peace tili it gets worse. There 
will be plenty of time, if it is to be a twenty-eight 
days business Hke the others. Poor mamma!" and 
he rolled his head away ; then, after some minutes 
of tossing and shivering, he asked for a prayer out 
of the little book in his pocket. " I should know it, 
but my memory is muddled, I think." 

The book — a manual for sick-rooms — was one, 
which Julius had given him new five weeks back. It 
showed wear already, having been used as often in 
that time as in six ordinary years of parish work. By 
the time the hard-pressed doctor came, it was piain 
that the fever was setting in severely, aggravated no 
doubt by the dreadful night at the " Three Pigeons," 
and the unrelaxed exertions ever since ; for he was 
made to allow that he had come home in the chill 
morning air, cold, sickened, and exhausted ; had not 
chosen to disturb anybody, and had found no 
refreshment but a raw apple — the last drop of wine 
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having been bestowed on the sick ; had lain down for 
a short sleep worse than waking, and had neither 
eaten nor slept since, but worked on by sheer strength 
of will and muscle. When Julius thought of the 
cherishing care that he had received himself, he 
shuddered, with a sort of self-reproach ifor his neglect ; 
and the doctor, though good-humouredly telling 
Herbert not to think he knew anything about his own 
Symptoms, did not conceal from Julius that enough 
härm had been done in these few days to give the fine 
Bowater Constitution a hard struggle. 

" Grown careless," he said. " Regulär throwing away 
of his life/' 

Careless Herbert might have been, but Julius 
wondered whether this might not be losing of the life 
to find it 

Cranstoun or Cranky arrived, a charming old nurse, 
much gratified in the midst of her grief, and inclina- 
tion to scold. She summarily sent off Mungo and 
Tartar by the conveyance that brought her, and 
would have sent Rollo away, but that Herbert pro- 
tested against it, and no power short of an order 
from him would have taken the dog from his bed- 
side. 

And Mr. Bindon returned from Wilsbro' in un- 
speakable surprise. "The heroes of the occasion," 
he said, " were Bowater and Mrs. Duncombe ! 
Every sick person I visited, and there were fourteen 
in all stages, had something to say of one or other. 
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Poor things, how their faces feil when they saw me 
instead of his bright, honest face ! ' Gheering the 
very heart of one ! ' as a poor woman said ; ' That's 
what I calls a true shepherd/ said an old man. You 
don't really mean he was rejected at the Ordination?" 

" Yes, and it will make him the still truer shepherd, 
if he is only spared ! " 

" The Sisters can't say enough of him. They thought 
him very ill yesterday, and implored him to take care 
of himself; but he declared he could not leavethese 
two funerals to you. But, after all, he is less amazing 
to me than Mrs. Duncombe. She has actually been 
living at the hospital with the Sisters. I should not 
have known her." 

" Great revolutions have happened in your abseAce. 
Much that has drawn out her Sterling worth, poor 
woman." 

"I shall never speak harshly again, I hope. It 
seems to be a judgment on me that I should have 
been idling on the mountains, while those two were 
thus devoting themselves to my Master in His 
poor." 

" We are thankful enough to have you coming in 
fresh, instead of breaking down now. Have you a 
sermon } You will have to take Wilsbro* to-morrow. 
Driver won*t come. He wrote to the Churchwardens 
that he had a cold, and that his agreement was with 
poor Füller." 

" And you undertook the Sunday } " 

VOL. II. P 
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" Yes. They would naturally have no Celebration, 
and I thought Herbert's preaching in the midst of bis 
work would be good for them. You never heard such 
an apology and confession as the boy made to our 
people the first Sunday here, begging them to bear 
with him." 

" Then I can't spare you anything here ? " 

" Yes, much care and anxiety. The Visitation has 
done its worst in our house. We have got into the 
lull after the storm, and you need not be anxious 
about me. There is peace in what I have to do now. 
It is gathering the salvage after the wreck." 

Then Julius went into his own house, where he 
found Terry alone, and, as usual, ravenously hungry. 

" Is Bowater really ill ? " he asked. 

" I am afraid there is no believing otherwise, Terry," 
Said Julius. " You will have to spare Rose to him 
sometimes, tili some one comes to nurse him." 

" I would spare anything to him," said Terry, 
fervently. " Julius, it is finer than going into 
battle ! " 

"I thought you did not care much for battles^ 
Terry." 

" If it was battles, I should not mind," said the 
boy ; " it is peaceful soldiering that I have seen too 
much of. But don't you bother my father, Julius, I 
won*t grumble any more; I made up my mind to 
that'* 

" I know you did, my boy ; but you did so much 
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futile arithmetic, and so often told us that a + d — c 
eqiialled Peter the Great, that Dr. Worth said you 
must not be put to mathematics for months to come> 
and I have told your father that if he cannot send 
you to Oxford, we will manage it." 

A flush of joy lighted up the boy's face, "Julius, 
you are a brick of a brother ! " he said. " TU do my 
best to get a scholarship." 

" And the best towards that you can do now is to 
get well as soon as possible." 

** Yes. And you lie down on the sofa there, Julius, 
and sleep — Rose would say you must. Only I want 
to say one thing more, please. If I do get to Oxford, 
and you are so good, IVe made up my mind to one 
thing. Ifs not only for the learning that TU go ; but 
ril try to be a soldier in your army and Bowater*s. 
That's all that seems to me worth the doing now." 

So Julius dropped asleep, with a thankworthy 
augury in his ears. It is not triumph, but danger 
and death that lead generous spirits each to step 
where his comrade stood ! 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE SALVAGE. 

Frank was certainly better. Ever since that sight 
of Eleonora he had been mending. If he muttered 
her name, or looked distressed, it was enough to guide 
his hand to her token^ he smiled and slept again ; and 
on the Sunday morning his throat and mouth were ^o 
much better, that he could both speak and swallow 
withoüt nearly so much pain ; but one of his earliest 
sayings was, "Louder, please, I can*t hear. When 
does she come?" 

Mrs. Poynsett raised her voice, Anne tried ; but he 
frowned and sighed, and only when Miles uttered a 
sea-captain's call close to his ear, did he smile com- 
prehension, adding, *'Were you shouting.^" a fact 
only too evident to those around. 

" Then Tm deaf," he said. And Anne wrote and 
set before him, "We hope it will pass as you get 
better." He looked grateful, but there was little more 
communication, for his eyes and head were still weak, 
and signs and looks were the chief currency; however. 
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Julius met Eleonora after morning Service, to beg her 
to renew her visit, after having first prepared her for 
what she would find. Eleonora was much distressed ; 
then paused a minute, and said, '*It does him good to 
see me ? " 

'* It seems to be the one thing that keeps him up," 
said Julius, surprised at the questicn. 

" Oh, yes ! I can't — I could not stay away," she 
said. " It is all so wrong together ; yet this last time 
cannot hurt ! " 

" Last time ? " 

"Yes; did you not know that papa has set his 
heart on going to London to-morrow ? Yes, early 
to-morrow. And it will be for ever. We shall never 
see Sirenwood again." 

She stood still, almost bent with the agony of 
suppressed grief. 

" I am very sorry ; but I do not wonder he wishes 
for change." 

" He has been in an agony to go these three days. 
It was all I could do to get him to stay to-day. You 
don't think it will do Frank härm ? Then I would 
stay, if I took lodgings in the village ,* but otherwise 
— poor papa — I think it is my duty — and he can't do 
without me." 

" I think Frank h quite capable of understanding 
that you are forced to go, and that he need not be the 
worse for it." 

"And then," she lowered her voice, "it does a 
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little reconcile me that I don*t think we ought to go 
further into it tili we can understand. I did make 
that dreadful vow. I know I ought not now ; but still 
I did, in so many words." 

" You mean against a gambler ? " 

" If it had only been against a gambler ; but I was 
stung, and wanted to guard myself, and made it 
against anyone who had ever betted ! If I go on, I 
must break it you see, and if I do, might it not bring 
mischief on him ? I don't even feel as if it were triie 
to have come to him on Friday, and now — yet they 
Said it was the only chance for his life." 

" Yes, I think it saved him then, and to disappoint 
him now might quite possibly bring a relapse/* said 
Julius. " It seems to me that you can only act as 
seems right at the moment When he is his own man 
again, you will better have the power of judging 
about this vow, and if it ought to bind you. And so, 
it may really be well you do not see more of him, 
and that his weakness does not lead you further than 
you mean." 

A tottering step, and an almost agonized, though 
very short sob'under the crape veil, proved to Julius 
that his counsel, though chiming in with her stronger, 
sterner judgment, was terrible to her, nor would he 
have given it, if he had not had reason to fear that 
while she had grown up, Frank had grown down ; and 
that, after this illness, it would have to be proved 
whether he were indeed worthy of the high-minded 
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girl whom he had hiraself almost thrown over in a 
passion. 

But there was no room for such misgivings when 
the electric shock of actual presence was feit — the 
thin hollow-cheeked face shone with welcome, the 
liquid brown eyes smiled with thankful sweetness, 
the fingers, fleshless, but cool and gentle, were held 
out ; and the faint voice said, " My darling ! Once 
try to make me hear." 

And when, with all her efforts, she could only make 
him give a sort of smile of disappointment, she would 
have been stony-hearted indeed if she had not let 
him fondle her hand as he would, while she listened 
to his mother's report of his improvement With 
those eyes fixed in such content on her face, it 
seemed absolutely barbarous to falter forth that she 
could come no more, for her father was taking her 
away. 

" My dear, you must be left with us," cried Mrs. 
Poynsett. " He cannot spare you." 

*' Ah ! but my poor father. He is lost without me. 
And I came of age on Tuesday, and there are papers 
to sign." 

"What is it.?" murmured Frank, watching their 
faces. 

Mrs. Poynsett gave her the pen, saying, " You must 
teil him, if it is to be." 

She wrote : " My father takes me to London to- 
morrow, to meet the lawyers." 
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His face feil ; but he asked, " Coming back — 
when ? " 

She shook her head, and her eyes filled with tears, 
as she wrote : " Sirenwood is to be put up to auction." 

" Your sister ? " began Frank, and then his eye feil 
on her crape trimmings. He touched her sleeve, and 
made a low wail. " Oh ! is everyone dead ? " 

It was the first perception he had shown of any 
death, though mourning had been worn in his room. 
His mother leant down to kiss him, bidding Lena teil 
him the truth ; and she wrote : 

'* I am left alone with poor papa. Let me go — now 
you can do without me." 

'* Can I ? " he asked, again grasping her hand. 

She pointed to his mother and Anne; but he 
repeated, " You — ^you ! " 

** When you are better we will see how it is to be," 
she wrote. 

He looked sadly wistful. " No, I can*t now. Some- 
thing was very wrong ; but it won*t come back. By 
and by. If you wouldn't go " 

But his voice was now more weak and weary, tired 
by the effort, and a little kneeling by him, allowing 
his tender touch, soothed him, enough to say submis- 
sively, " Good-bye, then — I'H come for you " — where- 
with he faltered into slumber. 

Rosamond had just seen her off in the pony 
carriage, and was on the way upstairs, when she 
stumbled on a little Council, consisting of Dr. Worth, 
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Mr. Charnock, and Grindstone, all in the gallery. ** A 
widow in her twenty-second year. Good heavens ! " 
was the echo she heard ; and Grindstone was crying 
and saying, " She did it for the best, and she could 
not do it, poor lamb, not if you killed her for it ; '* 
and Dr. Worth said, " Perhaps Lady Rosamond can. 
You see, Lady Rosamond, Mrs. Grindstone, whose 
care I must say has been devoted, has hitherto staved 
off the sad question from poor young Mrs, Poynsett, 
until now it h no longer possible, and she is becoming 
so excited, that — 
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Cecirs bell rang sharply. 

"I cannot — I cannot ! In her twenty-second year!" 
cried her father, wringing his hands. 

Grindstone*s face was all tears and contortions; 
and Rosamond, recoUecting her last words with poor 
Cecil, sprang forward, both men opening a way for 
her. 

Cecil was sitting up in bed, very thin, but with 
eager eyes and flushed cheeks, as she held out her 
hands. " Rosamond I Oh ! But aren't you afraid ? " 

" No, indeed, I'm always in it now," said Rosamond, 
kissing her, and laying her down ; *' it has been 
everywhere." 

" Ah ! then they sent him away — Raymond ? " 
then clutching Rosamond*s hand, and looking at her 
with searching eyes, "Teil me, has his mother any 
right ? Would you bear it if she kept jyou apart ? " 

" Ah ! Cecil, it was not her doing." 
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'•You dont mean it was his own? Papa is not 
afraid. You are not afraid. If it had been he, I 
wouldn't have feared anything. I would have nursed 
him day and night tili — ^tiU I made him care for me." 

" Hush, dear Cecil," said Rosamond, with great 
difficulty. ^ I know you would, and so would he have 
done for you, only the cruel fever kept you apart." 

'* The fever ! He had it ? " 
• " Yes, he Är^/ it." 

** But he is better. I am better. Let me be taken to 
him. His mother is not there now. I heard them say she 
was in Frank's room. Call papa. He will carry me." 

" Oh ! poor, poor Cecil. His mother only went to 
Frank when he did not need her any more." And 
Kosamond hid her face on the bed, afraid to look. 

Cecil lay back so white, that Grindstone approached 
with some drops, but this made her spring up, crying, 
'* No, no, don't come near me ! You never told me ! 
You deceived me } " 

"Don't, don't ma'am— my dear Miss Charnock — 
now. It was all for your best. You would not have 
been here now." 

" And then I should be with him. Rosamond, send 
her away, I can't bear her. She sent him away from 
me that night. I heard her." 

" My dear Cecil, this will not do. You are making 
your father dreadfuUy unhappy. Dear Raymond 
5tayed with you tili he really could not sit up any 
longer, and then he kissed you." 
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" Kissed me ! Oh, where ? Did you see ? No, 
don*t ask Grindstone. She made me think he had 
left me, and fancy — oh, Rosamond! such — such 
things! And all the time " 

The moaning became an anguish of distress, unable 
to weep, like terrible pain, as the poor young thing 
writhed in Rosamond's arms. It was well that this 
one sister understood what had been in Cecil's heart, 
and did believe in herlove for Raymond. Rosamond, 
too, had caressing power beyond any other of the 
family, and thus she could better deal with the sufferer, 
striving, above all, to bring tears by what she whispered 
to her as she held her to her bosom. They were a 
terrible storm at last, but Cecil clung to Rosamond 
through all, absolutely screaming when Grindstone came 
near ; poor Grindstone who had been so devoted though 
mistaken. Weakness, however, after the first violent 
agitation was soothed, favoured a kind of stunned 
torpor, and Cecil lay still, except when her maid tried 
to do anything for her, and then the passion re- 
turned. When old Susan Aiston came with a message, 
she was at once recognized and monopolized, and 
became the only servant whom she would suffer 
about her. 

The inconvenience was great, but relapse was such 
an imminent danger, that it was needful to give up 
«verything to her ; and Mr. Charnock, regarding his 
daughter's sufferings as the only ones worth con- 
sideration, seemed to pursue Rosamond the instant 
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she had sat down by the still feeble, weary, con- 
valescent Terry, imploring her to return to Cecil with 
the irresistible force of tearful eyes and piteous 
descriptions; and as Terry had a week*s start in 
recovery, and was not a widow under twenty-two, 
he had to submit, and lie as contentedly as he could 
in his solitude. 

Susan could be better spared to Cecil's morbid 
fancy of being waited on by her who had attended 
her husband, for Miles and Anne were sufficient for 
Mrs. Poynsett and Frank. The long-sundered hus- 
band and wife scarcely saw each other, except over 
Frank's bed, and Mr. Charnock was on the Captain's 
hands whenever he came beyond it. On the Wednes- 
day, however, Julius, who had only once spoken to his 
brother alone, cameup to the breakfast-table where he 
and Mr. Charnock were sitting, and hurt the feelings 
of the latter by first asking for Frank "He had 
slept all night, and only half woke when Miles and 
Anne changed watch and gave him beef-tea. Cecil, 
very moaning and restless — more fever about her, 
poor dear. When would Lady Rosamond come up ? 
— she was asking for her." When she had seen to a 
few things at home, given her brother his breakfast, 
and seen to poor Herbert ; he had had a dreadful 
night, and that Cranstoun would shut the window 
unless some one defended him. Mr. Charnock began 
to resume his daughter's Symptoms, when Julius, at 
the first pause, said : 
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*' Have you finished, Miles ? Could you speak to 
me in the library a minute ? I beg your pardon, Mr. 
Charnock, but my time is short." 

" I hope — I quite understand. Do not let me be 
in your way." 

And the brothers repaired to the library, where 
Julius's first words were, " Miles, you must make up 
your mind. They are getting up a requisition to you 
to stand for Wilsbro'." 

" To me ? " 

" You are the most obvious person, and the feeling 
for dear Raymond is so strong as to prevent any 
contest. Whitlock told Bindon yesterday that you 
should have no trouble." 

"I can't. It is absurd. I know nothing about it. 
My poor mother bred up Raymond for nothing eise. 
Don't you remember how she made him read history, 
volumes upon volumes, while I was learning nothing 
but the ropes. I declare, Julius, there he goes." 

"Who.?" 

"Why, that old ass, down to hunt up poor 
Rosamond ; I don't believe he thinks there's anyone 
in the world but his daughter. I declare TU hail him 
and stop him." 

" No, no, Miles, Rosamond can take care of herseif. 
She won't come tili she has seen to her patients down 
there ; and, after all, Cecil's is the saddest case, poor 
thing. To return. If you don*t take to politics in 
the end, I tWnk you should let them put you in 
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now, if only as a stop-gap, or we shall get some one 
whom it may not be easy to get rid of." 

"There's something in that, but I can't accept 
without knovving my position, and I would not utter 
a Word to disturb my mother tili it occurs to her of 
herseif." 

" Now that Frank is better ? " 
" No. It will all come on her soon enough." 
*' Would you stand if she made it right for you ? " 
** I can't telL There would be no punishment so 
great to my poor Anne as to be dragged into society, 
and I don*t know how she would bear it, even if she 
had no scruples. We never thought of anything but 
settling in Glen Fräser, only I wanted her to know 
you all. If that poor Cecil only had a child we could 
be free to go back. Poor Anne ! " 

" Do you think she is still as homesick as at first ? '* 
** Well, not quite, perhaps ; but I never can get to 
talk to her, and I know it is a terrible sacrifice to 
her to live here at all, and I won't have her forced 
into a style of thing against her conscience. If they 
come to me, I shall teil them take Mr. Bowater." 
** Poor Mr. Bowater ! He will have little heart" 
" Who eise is there ? That fellow Moy would like 
it, I suppose." 

" That fellow Moy may have to change his note/^ 
Said Julius. " I think we have the means of Clearing 
Archie, when we can see how to use them." 
Miles gave a sort of leap as he stood by the fire. 
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'' Teil me. Archie ! I had no heart to write to him, 
poor fellow." 

*' Write to him by all means, but say nothing here." 
And Julius briefly repeated what Gadley had said. 

" I don't See that the scoundrel Moy deserves any 
consideration." 

" I don't know whether he does ; but he has a 
good wife, ailing and sickly, and a daughter. He 
has lived in good report these many years, and I 
think it is due to him and to old Proudfoot not 
to spread the report before giving him warning. In 
fact, I am not sure whether we could proceed against 
him as things stand." 

" It is just what Raymond would have known," said 
Miles, with a sigh ; " but you are right, Julius, one 
ought to give him fair play. Ah! what's that, Jenkins ? 
— Note from Lord Beifort? Wait for an answer. 
Can't they give one any peace ? '* 

While Miles was reluctantly answering his note, 
Julius, resolving to act before he was forbidden, 
mounted to Frank's room, requested to speak with 
his mother, and propelled her into the outer roon% 
leaving Anne on guard. 

" Now then, my dear," she said, " I have known a 
talk must soon come. You have all been very good 
to me tö leave it so long." 

'* I am come now without poor Miles*s knowledge 
or consent," said Julius, " because it is necessary for 
him to know what to do." 
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"He will give up the navy," said his mother. "O 

Julius ! does he require to be told that he ? " and 

she laid her head on her son*s Shoulder. 

" It is what he cannot bear to be told ; but what 
drives me on is that Whitlock teils me that the 
Wilsbro* people want to bring him in at once, as the 
strongest proof of their feeling for Raymond/' 

" Yes/* she raised her head proudly, " of course he 
must come forward. He need have no doubt. Send 
him to me, Julius, I will teil him to open letters, and 
put matters in train. Perhaps you will write to Graves 
for me, if he does not like it, poor boy." 

She had roused herseif into the woman of business, 
and when Miles, after some indignation at her having 
been disturbed, obeyed the summons, she held out 
her arms, and became the consoler. 

** Come, my boy," she said, "we must face it sooner 
or later. You must stand foremost and take up his 
work for him." 

" Oh, mother I mother ! you know how little I am 
able," said Miles, covering his face with his hands. 

" You do not bring his burthened heart to the task," 
she said. " If you had watched and feit with him, 
as perhaps only his mother could, you would know 
that I can be content that the long heart-ache should 
have ceased, where the weary are at rest. Yes, Miles, 
I feel as if I had put him to sleep after a long day of 
pain, as when he was a little child."' 

They hardened themselves to the discussion, Mrs. 
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Poynsett explaining what she thought the due of her 
eldest son, only that CeciFs jointure would diminish 
the amount at her disposal. Indeed, when she was 
once aroused, she attended the most fully ; but when 
Miles found her apologizing for only aifording him 
the little house in the village, he cried out with 
consternation. 

" My dear/' she said, " it is best so ; I will not be 
a burthen on you young ones. I see the mistake." 

"I know," stammered Miles, "my poor Anne is 
not up to your mark — not clever like you or Jenny 
— but I thought you did like her pretty handy ways/' 

" I feel them and love them with all my heart ; but 
I cannot have her happiness and yours sacrificed to 
me. Yes, you boys love the old nest; but even 
Julius and Rose rejoice in their own, and you must 
see what she really wishes, not what she thinks her 
duty. Take her out Walking, you both need it 
badly enough.'* 

They ventured to comply, and eluding Mr. Char- 
nock, went into the Park, silvery with the unstaunched 
dews, and the leaves floating down one by one like 
golden rain. 

" Not much like the Bush," said Miles. 

" No," was all Anne durst say. 

" Poor Nan, how dreary it must have looked to you 
last year ! " 

" I am afraid I wrote very complaining letters ? " 

" Not complaining, but a direful little effort at con- 
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tent, showing the more piteously, because involun- 
tarily, what a mistake I had made." 

" No, no mistake. Indeed, Miles, it was not. No- 
thing eise would have cured me of the dreadful 
uncharitableness which was the chief cause of my 
unhappiness, and if I had not been so forlom, I 
should never have seen how good and patient your 
mother was with me. Yes, I mean it. I read over 
my old diary and saw how tiresome and presumptuous 
I was, and how wonderfuUy she bore with me, and so 
did Julius and Rosamond, while all the time I fancied 
them — no Christians." 

" Ah ! you child ! You know I v/ould never have 
done it if I had known you were to be swamped 
among brides. At any rate this poor old place doesn*t 
look so woefuUy dismal and hateful to you now." 

" It could not, where you are, and where I have so 
many to know and love." 

"You can bear the downfall of our Bush schemes?" 

" Your duty is here now." 

" Are you grieved, little one ? " 

" I don't know. I should like to have seen mamma; 
but she does not need me now as your mother 
does." 

"Then you are willing to be her daughter ? " 

" I have tried hard, and she is very kind ; but I am 
far too duU and ignorant for her. I can only wait 
upon her ; but when she has you and Julius to talk 
to, my stupidity will not matter.** 
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" Would you be content to devote yourself to her, 
instead of making a home of our own ? " 

" She can*t be left alone in that great house.'" 

" The question is, can you be happy in it ? or do 
you wish for a house to ourselves ? " 

" You don't, Miles, it is your own home," 

" That's not the question." 

" Miles, why do you look at me so ? " 

" I was told to ascertain your wishes." 

'* I don't wish anything — now I have you — but to 
be a comfort to your mother. That is my first earthly 
wish just now." 

" If that be earthly, it has a touch of the heavenly," 
muttered Miles to himself. " You will make it clear 
to mother then that you like to go on with her ? " 

" If she does not mind having me." 

" And Julius says it really cheered our dear Ray- 
mond to think you would be the one to look after her ! 
But that's not all, Nanny, IVe only tili to-morrow to 
decide whether I am to be member for Wilsbrö'." 

« Is that a duty ? " 

"Not such a duty as to bind me if it were al- 
together repugnant to you. I was not brought up 
for it, and may be a mere stop-gap, but it is every 
man's duty to come to the front when he is called for, 
and do his utmost for his country in Parliament, I 
suppose, as much as in action." 

"I see ; but it would be leaving your mother alone 
a great deal.** 

Q 2 
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" Not necessarily. You could stay here part of the 
time, and I go backwards and forwards, as Raymond 
did before his marriage." 

*' It would be better than your being at sea." 

" But remember," he added, " there is much that 
can*t be shirked. I don't mean currying popularity, 
Kut If one IS in that position, there's no shutting 
oneself up. It becomes a duty to keep society going, 
and give it the sort of tone that a nice woman can do. 
Do you see ? '* 

" I think I do. Julius said so once." 

" So if we are to have such tears and despair as 
there were about the ball in the Chimaera, then " 

" I was wrong then," said Anne. " I did not behave 
at all well to you all that time, dear Miles ; I have 
been sorry for it ever since I understood." 

" It was not you, little one, it was Mr. Pilgrim." 

" No, it was not Mr. Pilgrim who made me cross." 

" Yes, it was. He exacted pledges that he had no 
right to lay on your conscience, and your poor little 
conscience was in terrible straits, and I was too angry 
to feel for it. Never mind all that ; you have done 
with the fellow, and understand better now." 

"He thought he was right, and that only such 
abstinence could guard me. And, Miles, a promise 
is a promise, and I do not think I ought to dance or 
play at cards. It is not that I think them wrong for 
others, but I cannot break my word. Except those — 
I will do whatever is fitting for your wife," 
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" Spoken like a heroine ! " 

" I don't think I could ever give a tone. Rosamond 
could, if she tried, but I have no readiness and no 
training ; but I do see that there is more good in being 
frieiidly, like Jenny Bowater, than in avoiding everj'- 
thing, and as long as one does it because it is right 
and loving, it can't be the world or worldliness." 

It was not lucidly expressed, but it satisfied the 
Captain. 

" All right, my bonnie Nance, Fll promise on my 
side never to ask you to go against your real con- 
science, and if you must have a Pope, I had rather it 
were Pope Julius than Pope Pilgrim." 

" Don't, Miles. Popes are all wrong, and I don't 
know whether Mr. Pilgrim would give the right hand 
of fellowship to Julius." 

Miles chuckled. "You may think yourself lucky 
you have not to adjust that question, Madam Nan." 

"There's the quarter chiming. Frank will want 
his beef-tea." 

Presently after Miles laid his hand on his mother's 
Shoulder, and said, " Mother, here's a daughter who 
thinks you want to turn us out because she is too 
slow and stupid for your home child." And he 
drew Anne up blushing as if she were his freshly- 
won bride. 

" My dear, are you sure you don't want to go away 
from the old woman ? Should you not be happier 
with him all to yourself.^ " 
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'* I could not be happy if you were left," said Anr 
'* May I go on as we did last winter ? I will try to c 
better now I have him to help me." 

" My own dear child ! '* 

That was the way Anne forgot her own people ar 
her father 's house. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

HERBERT'S VICTORY. 

"And of our scholars let iis leam 
Our own foigotten lore.*' 

" JOAN, Jenny, dearest old Joanie!" It was eagerly 
spoken, though the voice was strangely altered that 
came from behind the flowered curtain of that big 
bed, while the fingers drew it back, and Rollo raised 
his black muzzle near at band. " Oh, Jenny ! have 
vou come to me ? " 

" My dear, dear, poor boy ! " 

" No kissing — it's not safe," and he burrowed under 
the sheet. 

" As if I did not mean to do raore for you than 
that ! Besides, it is not catching." 

" So I Said, tili it caught me. What a jolly cold 
band ! You Ve not come in cold and hungry though ? " 

" No, indeed, Rosamond forced me to sit down to 
a whole spread. As if one could eat with a knot in 
one's throat." 
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" Mind you do, Jenny — it was what did for me. The 
Rector ordered me never to go about unfed ; but one 
could not always — and there was something I have to 
teil you that drove all the rest out " 

" Dear Herbs ! Papa can't talk of what you have 
done without tears. He longed to come, but we could 
not leave Mamma without one of us, and he thought 
I could do the most for you. I have a note for 
you." 

" Forgiving me ? " 

" I should think so. It is in my bag " 

" No, not this moment ; I like to know it. And 
Mammy — poor Mammy " 

" She is as comforted as she can be that you have 
Cranky and me ; and then Papa's being proud of you 
has cheered her — oh ! so much." 

" Tm glad they can comfort themselves " 

" But Herbert, dear, you must be much better ; I 
did not expect to see you so well." 

" I'm not so bad between whiles," said Herbert; 
wearily. "And, while I can, IVe got something ta 
teil you that will make it up to you, and a great deal 
more." 

"Make it up?" said Jenny, looking with bewildered 
eyes at the dear face. 

" Yes, I made Gadley consent. The Rector has it 
in writing, and it will do quite as well if I die. O 
Jenny, woman, think of my never knowing what you 
had gone through ! " 
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"Is it about Archie?" said Jenny, beginning to 
tremble. 

" Yes. It will clear him." 

" I always knew he was clear." 

'* Yes, but he can come back now all right. Eh ! 
what an ass I am! IVe begun at the wrong 
end. He wasn't drowned — it was all a mistake, 
Miles saw him in Africa — Cranky, I say, come to 
her." 

" Yes, Master Herbert, youVe been talking a great 
deal too much for your sister just off a journey. 
You'll get the fever on again. Miss Joanna, you 
ought to know better than to let him run on ; I 
sha'n't be able to let you do nothing for him if this 
is the way." 

" Was it too sudden, Joan.?" said Herbert, wistfuUy, 
as she bent to kiss his brow with trembling lips. " I 
couldn't let anyone teil you but myself, while I could ; 
but I don't seem able to go on. Is the Rector there, 
Cranky > " 

** Yes, sir, waiting in the parlour." 

" Rector," and Julius hurried in at once, " take her 
and teil her. I can't do it after all." 

** Is he alive ? " whispered Jenny, so much overcome 
that Julius had to hold her up for a moment as he led 
her into the other room. 

" Really ! She thinks me delirious," said Herbert, 
rather amused. " Teil her all, Rector." 

" Really, Joan," said Julius, putting her into the 
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great chair, and Holding her trembling band« " Miles 
has Seen him, has had him in his ship." 

" And you never told me ! " 

" He made Miles promise not to teil." 
. '• But he told you ! " 

" Yes, because it was Anne who gave the clue which 
led to his discovery ; but when he found we all 
thought him dead, he laid Miles under the strictest 
Charge to say nothing. He is on an ostrich farm in 
Natal, Jenny, well, and all that he ever was, and more 
too. He took your photograph from Miles's book." 

'* And I never knew," moaned Jenny, quite over- 
come. 

" He would not be persuaded that it was not more 
for your peace not to know of his life, and when 
Miles was put on honour, what could we do ? But 
now it is all changed. Since Herbert's discovery he 
need not be a banished man any more." And Julius 
told Jenny the manner of the discovery. She listened, 
evidently gathering all in, and then she asked : 

" And what have you done ? " 

" Nothing as yet." 

"Nothing! while there is this blot on Archie's 
name, and he is living in exile, and that Moy is 
revelling in prosperity. Nothing! Why don't you 
publish it to everyone ? " 

" My dear Jenny, I have only known it a weck, 
and I have not been able to find out where Mr. 
Moy is." 
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" What, to have him taken up ? " 

" Taken up, no ; I don't imagine he could be 
prosecuted after this length of time and on this kind 
of evidence. No, to give him warning," 

" Warning ? To flee away, and never clear Archie ! 
What are you about, Julius ? He ought to be 
exposed at once, if he cannot be made to suffer 
otherwise." 

'* Nay, Jenny, that would be hard measure." 

" Hard measure," she interrupted, " what has my 
innocent Archie had ? " 

"Think of the old man, his wife and daughter, 
Jenny." 

" She's a Proudfoot. — And that girl the scandal of 
the country ! You want to sacrifice Archie to them, 
Julius ? " 

"You are tired and shaken, Jenny, or you would 
see that all I want to do is to act with common 
consideration and honour." 

She interrupted again. "What honour do you 
mean? You are not making it a secret of the 
confessional ? " 

"You are misunderstanding me, Joanna," Julius 
gently said. ** Herbert's vigil spared me from that 
difficulty, but " 

" Then you would have sacrificed Archie to this 
imaginary " 

" Hush, Jenny ! I fear he is wandering again. 
Alas ! it is the sad old refrain ! " 
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of surviving. He had watched too many cases not 
to be aware that his Symptoms were those that had 
been almost uniform ly fatal, and he noted them as 
a matter of course. Dr. Easterby came to see him, 
änd was greatly touched ; Herbert was responsive, 
but it was not the ordinary form of comfort that he 
needed, for his sorrow was neither terror nor despair. 
His heart was too warm and loving not to believe 
that his Heavenly Father forgave him as freely as did 
his earthly father ; but that very hope made him the 
more grieved and ashamed of his slurred task, nor 
did he view his six weeks at Wilsbro' as any atone- 
ment, knowing it was no outcome of repentance, 
but of mere kindliness, and aware, as no one eise 
could be, how his past negligence had hindered his 
füll usefulness, so that he only saw his failures. As 
to his young life, he viewed it as a mortally wounded 
soldier does,* as a mere casualty of the war, which he 
was pledged to disr^ard. He did perhaps like to 
think that the fatal night with Gadley might bring 
Archie back, and yet Jenny did not give him the 
füll peace in her happiness which he had promised 
himself. 

Joanna had suffered terribly, far more than anyone 
knew, and her mind did not take the revulsion as 
might have been expected. Her lighthouse was 
shining again when she thought it extinguished for. 
ever, but her spirits could not bear the uncertainty of 
the spark. She could not enter into what Miles and 
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Julius both alike told her, of tfae impasabSity of tbeir 
mother b^^iimiiig a prosecution for moncy embezzled 
ten years back, when no livin^ witness existed, notfaing 
but the sciap of paper written by Herbert, and signed 
by him and I^Iargaret Strangeways, authorising Julius 
Chaniock to use what had been said by the dying, 
half-delinous man. What would a jury say to such 
evidence ? And when Julius said it only freed himself 
morally from the secrecy, poor Jenny was bitter 
^;ainst his scruples» even though he had never said 
more than that he should have been perplexed. The 
most bitter anti-ritualist could hardly have uttered 
strenger things than she thought, and sometimes said, 
against what seemed to her to be keeping Archie 
in banishment ; while the brothers' reluctance to 
expose Mr. Moy, and blast his reputation and that 
of his family, was in her present frame of mind an 
incomprehensible weakness. People must bear the 
penalty of their misdeeds, families and all, and Mrs. 
and Miss Moy did not deserve consideration : the 
pretensions of the mother had always been half scom, 
half thorn, to the old county families, and the fast 
airs of the daughter had been offensive enough to 
destroy all pity for her. If an action in a Court of 
Justice were, as Miles and Julius told her, impossible, 
— and she would not believe it, except on the word of 
a lawyer, — public exposure was the only alternative 
for righting Archie, and she could not, or would not, 
understand that they would have undergonean action. 
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for libel rather than not do their best to clear their 
cousin, but that.they thought it due to Mr. Moy to give 
him the opportunity of doing the thing himself ; she 
thought it folly, and only giving him time and chance 
for baffling them. 

The Strange thing was, that not only when she 
argued with the two brothers, but when she brooded 
and gave way to these thoughts as she kept her 
watch, it probably made her less calm — for an 
access of restlessness and fever never failed to come 
on — with Herbert. Probably she was less calm 
externally, and the fret of face and manner com- 
municated itself to him, for the consequences were 
so invariable that Cranstoun thought they proved 
additionally what she of course believed, that Miss 
Joan could not be trusted with her brother. At last 
Jenny, in her distress and unwillingness to abandon 
Herbert to Cranky's closed Windows, traced cause 
and effect, and made a strong resolution to banish 
the all-pervading thought, and indeed his ever- 
increasing weakness and danger filled her mind so 
as to make this easier and easier, so that she might 
no longer have to confess to herseif that Rollo was 
a safer companion, since Herbert, with a band on 
that black head, certainly only derived soothing 
influences from those longing sympathetic eyes. 
And he could not but like the testimony of strong 
affection that came to him. The whole parish was 
in consternation, and inquiries, and very odd gifts, 
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which he was supposed to "fancy," came from all 
over Compton as well as from Strawyers, and were 
continually showering upon his nurses, so that Mrs, 
Hornblower and Dilemma spent their lives in moumful 
replies over the counter, and fifty times a day he was 
pronounced to be " as bad as he could be to be alive." 
Old servants and keepers made progresses from 
Strawyers, to see Master Herbert, and were terribly 
aggrieved because Miss Bowater kept them out of 
his room, as much for their sake as his ; and Mrs. 
Cranstoun pointed to the open lattice which she 
believed to be killing him, as surely as it gave aches 
to her rheumatic Shoulder. 

Julius thought almost as much as Jenny could do 
of the means of recalling Archie ; but it was necessary 
to wait until he could communicate with Mr. Moy, 
and his hands were still over-fuU, for though much 
less fatal, the fever smouldered on, both in Wilsbro* 
and Compton, and as St. Nicholas was a College 
living which had hitherto been viewed as a trump 
Card, it might be a long time going the round of the 
senior fellows. 

Julius had just been at poor Mrs. Fuller's, trying to 
help her to put her complicated affairs in order, so as 
to be ready for a move as soon as one daughter, who 
had the fever slightly, could be taken away, and he 
was driving home again, when he overtook Mrs. 
Duncombe and offered her a lift, for her step was 
weary. She was indeed altered, pale, with cheekbones 
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showing, and all the lustre and sparkle gone out 
of her, while her hat was as rigidly dowdy as Miss 
Slajter's. 

She roused herseif to ask feebly after the remaining 
patients. 

"Cecil is really getting better at last," he said. 
"Her father wants to take her to Portishead next 
week." 

"And young Bowater ? " 

" No change. His strength seems to be going." 

*' I wouldn*t pity him," sighed Bessie Duncombe ; 
" he has only seen the best end of life, and has laid 
it down for something worth ! Fm sure he and your 
brother are the enviable ones." 

" Nay, Mrs. Duncombe, you have much to work for 
and love in this life." 

"And I must go away from everything just as I 
had learnt to value it. Bob has taken a house at 
Monaco, and writes to me to bring the children to 
join him there ! " 

"At Monaco?" 

" At Monaco ! Yes, and I know that it is all niy 
own fault. I might have done anything with him if 
I had known how. But what could you expect } I 
never saw my mother ; I never knew a home ; I was 
bred up at a French school, where if one was not a 
Roman Catholic there was not a shred of religion going. 
I married after my first ball. Nobody taught me any- 
thing ; but I could not help having brains, so I read 
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and caught the tone of the day, and made my o^ 
line, while he went on his." 

*' And now there is a greater work for you to A 
since you have learnt to do it." 

" Ah ! learnt too late. When habits are confirme« 
and home Station forfeited — What is there left for hii 
or my poor boys to do ? " 

" A colony perhaps — " 

" Damaged goods," she said, smiling sadly. 

" Then are you going ? " 

" As soon as I have seen this fever out, and a 
dispose of the things here. I have just been to Mo}! 
office to See about getting rid of the lease." 

" Is Mr. Moy come home ? " 

*' Yes. Have you not heard ? " 

" What .?— Not the fever ? " 

" No. Worse I should say. Gussie has gone c 
and got married to Harry Simmonds." 

"The man at the training stables i" 

** Yes. They put up their banns at the Union ; 
Brighton, and were married by the Registrar, th( 
went off to Paris. They say it will kill her mothc 
The man is a scoundrel, who played Bob false, ar 
^ won largely by that mare. And the girl has h< 

the cheek to write to me," said Mrs. Duncomt 
, . warming into her old phraseology, " to me ! — to thai 

me for opportunities of meeting, and to teil me sl 
has foUowed up the teaching of last year." 

" What — the rights of women ? " 
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" Ay. This is a civil marriage — not mocking her 
with antiquated servile vows," she says. **Ah well, it 
was my doing, I suppose. Clio Tallboys held forth in 
private, I believe, to poor Gussie, on theories that were 
mere talk in her, but which this poor girl has taken 
in earnest." 

" Very sad earnest she may find it, I fear. Can I 
do anything for you ? " as they reached the gate of 
Aucuba Villa. 

" No, thank you, unless to get the house off my ^ 
hands." 

" You are alone. Will you not come and spend the 
evening with us ? " 

" That is very kind, but I have too much to do, 
and besides Sister Margaret is Coming to spend the 
night with me." 

" I am glad to hear it" 

** Yes, Mr. Charnock, I trust I have learnt something 
in this spell of work. IVe not been for nothing in 
such scenes with those Sisters and young Bowater. 
I'm more ignorant than half the poor things that I've 
heard talk of their faith and hope ; but I see it is not 
the decorous humbug it once looked like. And now 
that I would have learnt, here I go to Monaco." 

"You will learn. You have a work before you that 
will teach you." 

" My boys are young enough to start with on a 
different tack," she said. " You will teil me — no — I'll 
not hinder you now. J shall see you again." 

13L 1 
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Julius was too anxioas to ^ct home to refiise to be 
released, much as be feit for this brave woman. The 
day before. Herbert had been frigfatfully faint and 
exhausted by the moming's attack of fever, but had 
been so stül e^-er since that therewas a shadeof hope 
that the recurrence xnight not take place ; and this 
hope grew stronger. vben Jenny came into the outer- 
room to say that the usual time for the fever was 
passing so quietly in a sort of sleep that Dr. Worth 
seemed to think rally possible, if only there was no 
fresh access. 

They stood over the fire, and Julius asked, " Can*t 
you lie on the sofa, Jenny ? I can stay." 

" No," said Jenny, restlessly. *" No, I can't. I 
know you have something to teil me/* 

** Moy has come home, Jenny. He is in terrible 
trouble. His daughter has eloped with young^ 
Simmonds at the training stables." 

" The most appropriate end of her bringing up," 
said Jenny, in the hard tone it was so difficult to 
answer — ^it was so unlike herseif — and her thought 
was that weak pity and forbearance would hinder 
exertions in Archie's cause. ** Generous at other 
folks' expense," said she to herseif. "Sparing the 
guilty and leaving the innocent to exile ! " 

But a moaning murmur, and Cranstoun*s movement 
at once summoned them both to the bedside. 

Alas! here was the attack that the Doctor had 
evidently apprehended as likely to be fatal. Hour after 
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hour did sister, nurse, and friend stand watching, and 
doing their best, their piteously-Httle best, while con- 
sciousness, if there was any, was far out of their reach. 

Late into the night it went on, and then foUowed 
the collapse, with locked teeth, which could hardly be 
drawn asunder to put the Stimulus hopelessly between 
them, and thus came the tardy December dawn, when 
the church-bell made Jenny bid Julius not stay but 
only first read the commendatory prayer. 

" I thought there was a little more revival just now," 
he said ; " his hands are warmer, and he really did 
swallow." 

The old nurse shook her head. " That's the way 
before they go," said she. " Don*t ye wish him, poor 
lamb, it makes it the harder for him." 

Julius prayed the prayer, and as he tenderly laid 
his hand on the brow, he wondered whether he should 
find the half-closed eyes shut for ever on his return. 

But as he went, there was a quiver of lip and flicker 
of eyelid, the lightening, as Cranky called it, was 
€vidently gaining ground. Herbert's faint whisper 
was heard again — " Jenny ! *' 

" Dearest ! " 

" The Lord's Prayer ! " 

She began, — ^his fingers tightened on hers. *' Pray it 
for old Moy," he said; and as she paused, scarce 
hearing or understanding. " He — ^he wants it," gasped 
Herbert. '* No ! One can't pray it, without — " 
another pause. " Help me Jenny. Say it — O Lord, 
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who savedst us — forgive us. Help us to forgive from 
our hearts that man his trespasses. Amen." 

Jenny said it. Herbert's voice sank in the Amen. 
He lay breathing in long gasps ; but he thus breathed 
still when Julius came back, and Jenny told him that 
a few words had passed, adding — 

" Julius, I will say nothing bitter again. God help 
me not to think it." 

Did Herbert hear.^ Was that the reason of the 
calm which made the white wasted face so beautiful, 
and the stränge soft cool hush throughout the room ? 



CHAPTER XIV. 

SILVER HAIR. 

** And how should I your true love know 
From. another man ?" 

Friar of Orders Gray., 

** Please God, I can try again." 

Those were the words with which Herbert Bowater 
looked into his Rector's face on awaking in the even- 
. ing of that same December day from one of a series 
of sleeps, each sweeter and longer than the last, and 
which had bome him over the dreaded hours, without 
fever, and with strengthening pulse. 

Julius had not ventured to leave the sick-room that 
whole day, and when at last he went home and sank 
into the chair opposite Terry, for the first time through 
all these weeks of trouble and tension, he burst into a 
flood of tears. 

He had hardly made the startled lad understand 
that life, not death, had thus overcome him, when the 
door flew open, and in rushed Rosamond, crying,. 
" Julius, Julius, come. It is he or his ghost l " 
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" Who ? What ? " 

" It is your hair ! At Mrs. Douglas's grave ! He'U 
be gone ! Make haste — make haste I " 

He Started up, letting her drag him along, but 
under protest. "My dear, men do come to. have 
hair like mine." 

" I teil you it was at our graves — our own — I touched 
him. I had this wreath for Raymond, and there he 
was, with his hat off, at the railing dose to Mrs. 
Douglas's. I thought his back was yours, and called 
your name, and he started, and I saw — he had a white 
beard, but he was not old. He just bowed, and then 
went off, very fast by the other gate, töwards Wilsbro'. 
I did call, ' Wait, wait,' but he didn't seem to hear. 
Oh, go, go, Julius ! Make haste ! " 

Infected by the wild hope, Julius hurried on the 
road where his wife had turned his face, almost derid- 
ing himself for obeying her, when he would probably 
only overtake some old family retainer ; but as, under 
the arch of trees that overhung the road, he saw a figure 
in the moonlight, a thrlU of recognition came over him 
as he marked the vigorous tread of the prime of life,and 
the white hair visible in the moonlight, together with 
something utterly indescribable, but which made him 
call out, " Archie ! Archie Douglas I wait for me ! " 

The figure turned. *' Julius ! " came in response ; 
the two Cousins' hands clasped, and there was a sob 
on either side as they kissed one another as 
brothers. 
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" Archie ! How could you ? — Come back ! " was all 
that Julius cüuld say, leaning breathlessly against him, 
and Holding him tight. 

" No ! Do not know that I have been here. I was 
sent to London on business. I could not help run- 
ning home in the dark. No one must know it. I am 
dead to them." 

" No, Archie, you are not. Gadley has confessed 
and cleared you. Come home ! " 

" Cleared me ! '* The two arms were stretched up 
to the sky, and there was the sound of a mighty sob, 
as though the whole man, body, soul, and spirit, were 
relieved from an unspeakable burthen. " Say it again, 
Julius ! " 

** Gadley, on his death-bed, has confessed that Moy 
and Proudfoot took that money, incited by Tom 
Vivian." 

Archie Douglas could not speak, but he turned his 
face towards Compton again, strode swiftly into the 
churchyard, and feil on his knees by his mother's grave. 
When at last he rose, he pointed to the new and as 
yet unmarked mound, and said, " Your mother's } " 

" Oh no ! Raymond's ! We have had a terrible 
fever here — almost a pestilence — and we are scarcely 
breathing after it." 

" Ah ! some one in the train spoke of sickness at 
Wilsbro,' but I would ask no questions, for I saw 
faces I knew, and I would lead to no recognition. I 
could not stay away from getting one sight of the 
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old place. Miles made it all burn withia me; but 
here's my return-ticket for the mail-train." 

" Never mind return-tickets. Come home with meJ* 
" I shall startle your mothen" 

" I meant my home — the Rectory. It was my 
wife who saw you in the churchyard, and sent me 
after you. She is watching for you." 

Archie, still bewildered, as if spell-bound by his 
ticket, muttered, " I thought I should have time to 
walk over and look at Strawyers," 
'* Joanna is here." 

" Julius ! It is too much. You are sure I am 
awake ? This is not the old dream 1 " cried the exile, 
grasping his cousin's arm quite painfully. 

" I am a waking man, and I trust you are," said 
Julius. '* Come into the light. No, that is not Jenny 
on the Step. It is my Rose. Yes, here he is ! '* 

And as they came into the stream of light from the 
porch, Irish Rosamond, forgetting that Archie was 
not a brother, caught him by both hands, and kissed 
him in overpowering welcome, exclaiming, " Oh, I am 
so glad 1 Come in — come in ! " 

There he stood, blinking in the lamplight, a tall, 
powerful, broad-chested figure, but hardly a hero of 
romance to suit Terry 's fancy, after a rapid summary 
of the history from Rosamond. His hair and beard 
were as white as Julius's, and the whole face was 
tanned to uniform red, but no one could mistake the 
dazed yet intense gladness of the look. He sank into 
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a chair, clasped hishands over his face for a moment, 
then surveyed them all one by one, and said, " You 
told me she was here." 

"She is with her brother Herbert, at Mrs. Horn- 
blower*s lodgings. No, you must wait, Archie ; he 
has barely in the last few hours, by God's great 
mercy, taken a turn for the better in this fever, and I 
don't See how she can leave him." 

"But she must hear it," cried Rosamond. " Fm 
going to make her or Cranky get some rest ; but you 
ought to be the one to teil her, Julius, you that have 
stood by her through all." 

'* And aren't you burning to do so, Rosey, woman ? 
and I think you had better, rather than that I should 
startle Herbert by returning ; but stay, mind your 
own rules — eat and drink before you go, and give the 
same to Archie. I shall send up a note to Miles. 
How is Cecil ? " 

" Very silent and broken, poor thing. She is to 
see your mother to-morrow. How well it was that 
she kept me so late over her wreath of camellias !" 

Archie submitted to wait for food and fuller in- 
formation, — indeed the lady of the house manifested 
more impatience than he did, as she flitted about 
making preparations, and he sat with hands locked 
together over his knee, gazing fixedly at Julius, 
scarcely speaking though eagerly listening ; and when 
the meal was brought in, he could not eat, only 
eagerly drank off a cup of sealding tea, and watched 
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Rosamond as if jealous of any delay over her cutlet. 
She did not abuse his patience. 

" Now then ! " she said, rising. " You shall hear 
something of her before long." 

" Let me come to her door/' entreated Archie. 

And as the h'ght shone from the window of the 
sick-room, Rosamond said, "Stand under that tree 
in the moonlight, and I will make her look out." 

All was intensely quiet ; Crankyfast asleep in the 
arm-chair in the outer-room, and Jenny sitting by the 
bed, watching the smooth quiet breath. 

" You are to lie down on the sofa and sleep/' said 
Rosamond, kissing her, and she shook her head. 
** You must People want strength for joy as well as 
grief. Trust him to me, for there is some one for you 
to see to-morrow." 

" Not Papa ! " said Jenny, startled. ** No, nor 
Phil ! Teil me, Rosamond. There is only one you 
could look at me like that for ! " 

" Look out at the window." 

Trembling all over, Jenny went and put her face to 
the lattice. The figure under the tree came nearer. 
Archie must have been able clearly to see her face in 
the moonlight. He stretched up his arms to her, 
then folded them together on his breast, and let 
himself be led away by Julius, while Jenny slid down 
on her knees, with her face buried, and the suppressed 
choking sobs made Herbert look up at Rosamond, 
and whisper, " It is ? " 
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" It is," repeated Rosamond, who had thought 
him asleep, or entirely absorbed in the trouble of 
living. 

" Go to her," he added. 

Rosamond put her arm round her, and supported 
her into the next room ; for, after the month of 
hopeless watching, the long sleeplessness and the 
struggle of this silent day to force her spirit to the 
forgiveness she had promised, and then the sudden 
reaction, had overpowered her, and the suppression 
and silence were beyond endurance. She did not 
even know that Herbert was awake when Rosamond 
brought her out into Mrs. Hornblower*s room, and 
said, " Have it out now, my dear, no one will hear. 
Scream comfortably. It will do you good." 

But Jenny could not even scream. She was in the 
excited agony when the mind is far too much for the 
body, and joy, unrealised, is like grief. If her 
brother had that day passed away, and if nothing 
had been heard of her lover, she would have been all 
calmness and resignation ; but the revulsion had 
overcome her, and at the moment she was more 
conscious of Strangulation than of anyfhing eise. 
Rosamond tended her for füll half an hour, and then 
she seemed almost asleep, though she resisted the: 
attempt to undress her, with the words, " I must go 
to Herbert." 

" I will take care of Herbert," and Jenny was too 
much spent not to acquiesce, and feil asleep almost 
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before she was laid down on the bed their landlady 
had given up to the watchers. 

Rosamond*s task was a comfortable one, for every 
hour of slecp, every mouthful of food seemed to do 
its work of restoration on the sound, healthy frame, 
and a smile and word of thanks met her whenever 
she roused her patient with the inevitable spoon. 

When he awoke towards morning, he asked what 
day it was, and when she told him, answered, " So I 
thought Then I have not lost count of time." 

" No, you have been wonderfuUy clear-headed." 

" I can't see how there can have been time to write," 
he Said. " It is true that he is come, is it not ? " 

" Quite true ; but he came independently on 
business," and Rosamond told of Julius's chase, 
bringing a look of amusement on his face. 

Jenny came in with the rising sun, pale indeed, but 
another creature after her rest and in the sight of the 
restful countenance that greeted her with a smile. 
The moaning, hoarse voice was gone too, it was a 
faint shadow of Herbert's own tones that said, " Is 
not this good, Jenny .^ I didn't think to have 
seen it" 

" My Herbert, you have given him back ! You 
have given me the heart to be glad ! " 

" You must go and see him," said Herbert. 

Jenny looked wistful and undecided ; but Julius 
entered to say that she must come at once, for 
Archie must go back to London by the ten o'clock 
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train to an appointment, and could not return for 
two days. 

Herbert smiled her away, for he was still in a State 
where it waä not possible to bear any engrossing of 
his head-nurse, and the lover's absence was, even to 
his unselfishness, good news. 

Rosamond could not refrain from the pleasure of 
peeping down the little dark stair as Archie and his 
Jenny met in the doorway, and she walked demurely 
in their rear, wonderipg whether other eyes saw as 
much as she did in the manner in which Jenny hung 
on his arm. She left them to their dewy walk in the 
Rectory garden to the last minute at which breakfast 
could be swallowed, and told Jenny that she was to 
drive him in the pony-carriage to Hazlett's Gate ; she 
would take care of Herbert. 

" You ought to be asleep, you know," said Jenny. 

"My dear, I couldn't sleep ! There's a great deal 
better than sleep ! Is not Herbert going to get well ? 
and aren't you jolly again and Archie back again ? 
Sleep ! — why I want to have wings and clap them — and 
more than all, is not Mr. Charnock off and away to^r 
morrow ? Sleep indeed ! — I should like to see myself 
so stupid." 

" Mr. Charnock ? " interrogatively said Archie. 

"The head of the family — the original Charnock 
of Dunstone," said Rosamond, who was in wild spirits, 
Coming on a worn-out body and mind, and therefore 
perfectly unguarded. " Don't shake your head at me, 
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Jenny, Archie is one of the family, and that makes * 
you so, and I must teil you of his last Performance- 
You know he is absolutely certain that his dear 
daughter is more infallible than all the Popes, even 
since the Council, or than anybody but himself, and 
that whatever goes wrong here is the consequence of 
Julius's faith in Dr. Easterby. So, when poor Cecil, 
uneasy in her mind, began asking about the illness 
at Wilsbro', he enlivened her with a prose about 
misjudging, through well-intentioned efforts of clerical 
philanthropy to interfere with the sanitary condition 
of the town — so that wells grew tainted, &c., all from 
ignorant interference. Poor man, he heard a Httle 
sob, and looked round, and there was Cecil in a dead 
faint. He set all the bells ringing, and sent an 
express for me." 

" But wasn*t he furious with Anne for mentioning 
drains at all ? '* 

" My dear Joan, don*t you know how many cid 
women there are of both sorts, who won*t let other 
people look over the wall at what they gloat on in 
private ? However, he had his punishment, for he 
really thought that the subject had been too much for 
her delicacy, and simply upset her nerves." 

." When was this ? " 

" Four or five days ago. She is better ; but has 
said not a word more about it. She is nothing like 
strong enough, even for so short a journey as to 
Portishead ; but they say change will be the best 
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thing for her, and the coming down into the famiiy 
would be too sad." 

" Poor thing ! Yes indeed/' said Jenny ; and, 
feeling universally benevolent, she added, '* give her 
my love," a thing which so sincere a person could 
hardly have said a few weeks ago. 

Reserve was part of Cecirs nature, and besides, her 
father was almost always with her ; but when she had 
been for the first time dressed in crape up to her 
waist, with the tiniest of caps perched toy-like on the 
top of her passive head, the sight upset him completely, 
and muttering, ** Good heavens ! — a widow at twenty- 
two!" he hid himself from the sight over some 
business transactions with Mrs. Poynsett and Miles. 

Rosamond seized the opportunity of bringing 
Julius in to pay his farewell visit, and presently Cecil 
said, "Julius, I should be much obliged if you 
would teil me the real facts about this illness." 

."Do," said Rosamond. "Her half knowledge is 
most wearing." 

He gently told her what science had pronounced. 

" Then it was Pettitt's well ? " she said. 

" They teil us that this was the immediate cause of 
the outbreak ; but there would probably have been 
quite as much fatal illness the first time any infectious 
disease came in. The whole place was in a shameful 
State, and you were the only people who tried to 
mitigate it." 

" And did worse härm, because we would not listen 

VOL. II. S 



258 THE THREE BRIDES. 

to advice," said Cecil. " Julius, I have a great deal 
of money; can't I do anything now? My father 
wants me to give a donation to the Church as a 
memorial of hiniy but, somehow, I don't feel as if I 
deserved tö do that." 

"I see what you mean, Cecil, but the town is being 
rated to set the drainage to rights, and it will thus 
be done in the most permanent and effectual way. 
There are some orphans who might be saved from 
the Union, about whom I thought of asking you to 
help." 

Cecil asked the details of the orphans, and the 
consultation over them seemed to be prolonged by 
her because, even now, she could not resolve to go 
below the surface. It lasted until her father came to 
ask whether she were ready to go with him to Mrs. 
Poynsett's sitting-room. She looked very fragile and 
childish as she stood up, clinging to his arm to help 
her wavering, uncertain step, holding out her hand to 
Julius, and saying, " I shall see you again." 

He was a little disappointed to see her no older, 
and no warmer ; having gone thus far, it seemed as if 
she might have gone further and opened more. 
Perhaps he did not understand how feelings, naturally 
slow, were rendered slower by the languor of illness, 
which made them more oppressive than acute. 

As Mr. Charnock and his daughter knocked, the 
door was opened by Miles, who merely gave his hand, 
and went down. Frank, who had been reading in a 
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low easy chair by the fire, drew it close to his mother 
for her, and retreated to another seat, and the mother 
and daughter-in-Iaw exchanged a grave kiss. Cecil 
attempted some civility about the chair, to which poor 
Frank replied, " I'm afraid it is of no use to speak 
to me, Cecil, Miles can only just make me hear." 

Regret for his misfortune, and inquiry as to the 
chances of restoration, were a possible topic. Mr. 
Charnock gave much advice about aurists, and 
examples of their success or non-success ; and thence 
he diverged to the invalid-carriage he had secured, 
and his future plans for expediting his daughter's 
recovery. Meanwhile Mrs. Poynsett and Cecil sat 
grave, dry-eyed, and constrained, each feeling that in 
Mr. Charnock*s presence the interview was a nullity, 
yet neither of them able to get rid of him, nor 
quite sure that she would have done so if she 
could. 

He, meanwhile, perfectly satisfied with his own 
considerate tact, talked away the allotted half-hour, 
and then pronounced his daughter pale and tired. 
She let him help her to rise, but held Mrs. Poynsett's 
hand wistfuUy, as if she wished to say something but 
could not ; and all Mrs. Poynsett could bring out was 
a hope of hearing how she bore the journey. It was 
as if they were both frozen up. Yet the next 
moment Cecil was holding Frank's hand in a 
convulsive clasp, and fairly pulling him down to 
exchange a kiss, when he found her tears upon his 

S 2 
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cheek. Were they to his misfortune, or to his much- 
increased resemblance to his brother ? 

Mr. Chamock kept guard over her, so that her 
other farewells were almost as much restrained as 
these, and though she hung on Rosamond's neck, and 
seemed ready to burst forth with some fervent 
exclamation, he hovered by, saying, " My dear child, 
dori't, don't give way to agitation. It does you 
honour, but it cannot be permitted atsuch a moment. 
Lady Rosamond, I appeal to your unfailing good 
sense to restrain her emotion." 

"I haven't any good sense, ami I think it only 
hurts her to restrain her emotion," said Rosamond, 
with one of her little stamps, pressing Cecil in her 
arms. " There, there, my dear, cry — never mind, if it 
will comfort your poor heart." 

" Lady Rosamond ! This is — Cecilj my dear 
child ! Your resolution — your resignation. And the 
boxes are packed, and we shall be late for the train ! " 
Mr. Charnock was a little jealous of Lady Rosa- 
mond as a comforter preferred to himself, and he 
spoke in a tone which Cecil had never resisted. She 
withdrew herseif from Rosamond, still tearless, though 
her ehest heaved as if there were a great spasm in it ; 
she gave her hand to Miles, and let him lead her lo 
the carriage ; and so Raymond's widowed bride left 
Compton Poynsett enfolded in that stränge silence 
which some called suUenness and pride ; others, more 
merciful, stunned grief. 
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Poor Cecil ! there was less pity to be spared to her 
because of the intense relief it was to be free from her 
father, and to be able to stand in a knot Consulting on 
the Steps, without his Coming out to find out what 
they were talking about, and to favour them with 
some Dunstone counsel. 

The consultation was about Mr. Moy. It was 
determined that since Archie was in England, it would 
be better not to wait tili Herbert was recovered, but 
that Miles and Julius should go together at once to 
see what effect they could produce on him. 

They drove together to his office. He was a tall 
man, a few years over forty, and had hitherto been 
portly and well-preserved, with a certain serene air of 
complacent prosperity about him, that had always 
been an Irritation to the county families, with whom 
he tried to assert an equality ; but as he rose to greet 
the brothers, there was a bent and shrunken look 
about him : the hair on his temples had visibly 
whitened, his cheeks seemed to have sunk in, and 
there were deep furrows on them, Altogether he had 
grown füll twenty years older in appearance since he 
had stood proposing a populär toast at the dinner at 
the Town Hall. There was something nervous and 
Startled in his grey eye, as he saw them enter, though he 
tried to assume his usual half-bland, half-easy manner. 
" Good morning, Captain Charnock Poynsett. 
Good morning, Mr. Charnock, I hope I see you well ?" 
the words faltering a little, as neither sailor nor 
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clergyman took notice of his proffered band ; but he 
continued his inquiries after the convalescents, though 
neither inquired in return after Mrs. Moy, feeling, 
perhaps, that they would rather not hear a very sad 
account of her state just before letting thelr inevitable 
Nemesis descend ; also, not feeling inclined for 
reciprocal familiarity, and wanting to discourage the 
idea that Miles came for political purposes. 

" It has been a terrible Visitation," said Moy, when 
he had been reduced to replying to himself. 

'* It has," said Julius. " Perhaps you have heard 
that your tenant, Gadley, is dead ?" 

" Yes, I did hear it. A very melancholy thing — 
the whole family swept away," said Mr. Moy, his 
eye again betraying some uneasiness, which Julius 
increased by saying — 

" We thought it right that you should hear that he 
made a disclosure on his death-bed." 

"Indeed!" Mr. Moy sat erect—the hard, keen, 
watchful lawyer. 

" A disclosure that nearly affects the character of 
Mr. Archibald Douglas," proceeded Julius. 

*' May I ask what this may be } " 

" Mr. Gadley then informed me that he had been 
in the outer room, behind his desk, at the time when 
Mr. Douglas brought in the letter from my mother, 
containing the missing cheque, and that after Douglas 
was gone, he heard Mr. Vivian propose to those 
within to appropriate the amount to their own debts." 
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"Pardon me, Mr. Charnock, this is a very serious 
Charge to bring on the authority of a man in a raving 
fever. Was any deposition taken before a magis- 
trate > " 

"No," Said Julius. "Mr. Lipscombe was fetched, 
but he was unable to speak at the time. However, 
on reviving, he spoke as is thus attested," and he 
showed Herbert Bowater's slip of paper. 

"Mr. Charnock," said Mr. Moy, "without the 
slightest imputation on the intentions of yourself or 
of young Mr. Bowater, I put it to yourself and Captain 
Charnock Poynsett, whether you could go before a 
Jury with no fuller attestation than you have in your 
hand. We know what Mr. Charnock and Mr. Bowater 
are. To a jury they would simply appear — pardon 
me — a young clergyman, his still niore youthful 
curate, and a sister of mercy, attaching importance 
to the words of a delirious man ; and juries have 
become very incredulous in such cases." 

" We shall see that," said Miles sharply. 
The more cautious," added Mr. Moy, " when it is 
the raking up of a matter eleven years old, where the 
witnesses are mostly dead, and where the characters 
of two gentlemen, also deceased would be implicated. 
Believe me, sir, this firm — I speak as its present head 
— will be rejoiced to make any compensation to Mrs. 
Poynsett for what wi^nt astray while coming to their 
hands. It has been our desire to do so from the very 
first, as letters, of which I have copies, testify ; but 
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our advanees were met in a spirit of enmity, which 
may perhaps be laid aside now." 

" No so-called compensation can be accepted, but 
the Clearing of Douglas's character," said Miles. 

*' It is a generous feeling," said Mr. Moy, speaking 
apparently most dispassionately, though Julius saw 
his hands trembling below the table ; '* but even if the 
word of this delirious man were sufficient, have you 
reflected, Captain Charnock Poynsett, on the unequal 
benefit of justifying — allowing that you could justify 
— a young man who has been dead and forgotten 
these eleven years and has no relation living nearer, 
than yourself, at the expense of those also gone, 
but who have left relations who could ill bear to 
suffer from such a revelation ? " 

*' Justice is justice, whether a man be dead or alive," 
said Miles ; ** and Douglas is alive to demand his 
right." 

" Alive!" cried Mr. Moy, starting violently. ** Alive ! 
Archie Douglas alive !" 

" Alive, and in England," said Julius. " He slept 
in my house the night before last. He never was 
in the Hippolyta at all, but has been living in Africa 
all these years of exile." 

Mr. Moy's self-command and readiness were all 
gone. He sank back in his chair, with his hands over 
his face. The brothers looked at one another, fearing 
he might have a stroke ; but he revived in a moment, 
yet with a totally different expression on his counte- 
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nance. The keen, defensive look was gone, there was 
only something piteously worn and suppHcating in the 
face, as he said — 

**Then, gentlemen, I cannot resent anything you 
may do. Believe me, but for the assurance of his 
death, I should have acted very differently long ago. 
I will assist you in any way you desire in reinstating 
Mr. Douglas in public opinion, only, if it be possible, let 
my wife be spared. She has recently had the heaviest 
possible blow ; she can bear no more." 

" Mr. Moy, we will do nothing vindictive. We can 
answer for my mother and Douglas," began Julius ; 
but Miles, more sternly, would not let his brother hold 
out his hand, and said — 

" You allow, then, the truth of Gadley's confession ? " 
"What has he confessed?" said Moy, still too 
much the lawyer not to see that his own complicity 
had never yet been stated. 

Julius laid before him his own written record 
of Gadley*s words, not only involving Moy in the 
original fraud, but showing how he had bribed the 
only witness to silence ever since. The unhappy man 
read it over, and said — 

" Yes, Mr. Charnock, it is all true, I cannot battle 
it further. I am at your mercy. I would leave you 
to proclaim the whole to the world ; if it were not 
for my poor wife and her father, I would be glad to do 
so. Heaven knows how this has hung upon me for 
years." 
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" I can well believe it," said Julius, not to be hin- 
dered now from grasping Mr. Moy's band. 

It seemed to be a comfort now to teil the whole 
Story in detail. Moy, the favoured and trusted 
articled clerk at first, then the partner, the lover 
and husband of the daughter, had been a model of 
steadiness and success so early, that when some men's 
youthful foUies are wearing ofif, he had begun to weary 
of the monotony of the office, and after beginning as 
Mentor to his young brother-in-law, George Proud- 
foot, had gradually been carried along by the 
fascination of Tom Vivian's society to share in the 
same perilous pursuits, until both had incurred a 
debt to him far beyond their powers, while he was 
likewise so deeply involved, that no bonds of George 
Proudfoot would avail him. 

Then came the temptation of Mrs. Poynsett's 
cheque, suggested, perhaps in jest, by Vivian, but 
growing on them as the feasibility of using it became 
clear. It was so easy to make it appear to Archie 
Douglas that the letter was simply an inquiry for the 
lost one. Mr. Proudfoot, the father, was out of reach ; 
Mrs. Poynsett would continue to think the cheque 
lost in the post ; and Tom Vivian undertook to get 
it presented for payment through persons who would 
guard against its being tracked. The sum exceeded 
the debt, but he would return the overplus to them, 
and they both cherished the hope of returning it with 
interest. Indeed, it had been but a half consent on 
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the part of either, elicited only by the dire alternative 
of exposure ; the envelope and letter were destroyed, 
and Vivian carried ofif the cheque to some of the Jews, 
with whom he had had only too many transactions, 
and they never met him again. 

Moy's part all along had been half cowardice, half 
ambition. The sense of that act and of its conse- 
quences had gnawed at his heart through all his 
success ; but to cast himself down from his position 
as partner and son-in-law of Mr. Proudfoot, the keen, 
clever, trusted, confidential agent of half the families 
around — to let his wife know his shame and that of 
her brother, and to degrade his daughter into the 
daughter of a felon — was more than he could bear ; 
and he had gone on trying to drown the sense of 
that one lapse in the prosperity of his career and 
his efforts to place his daughter in the first ranks of 
Society. No doubt the having done an injury to 
the Poynsett family had been the true secret of 
that enmity, more than political, which he had always 
shown to Raymond ; and after thinking Gadley safer 
out of that Office, and having yielded to his solicita- 
tions and set him up at the Three Pigeons, he had 
been almost compelled to bid for popularity by using 
his Position as a magistrate to protect the black- 
guardism of the town. He had been meant for better 
things, and had been dragged on against his con- 
science and judgment by the exigencies of his 
unhappy secret; and when the daughter, for whose 
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sake he had sacrificed his bettet seif, had only been 
led by her position into the folHes and extravagances 
of the worst part of the society into which she had 
been introduced, and threw herseif into the hands of 
a dissipated gambler, to whom her fortune made her 
a desirable prey — truly his sin had found him out. 

His fight at first had been partly force of habit, 
but he was so entirely crushed that they could only 
have pity on him when he put himself so entirely 
in their hands, only begging for forbearance to his 
wife and her aged father, and entreating that prin- 
cipal, interest, and Compound interest might at once 
be tendered to Mrs. PoynsetL 

The brothers could answer for nothing. Archie 
must decide for himself what he would accept as 
restoration of his character, and Mrs. Poynsett could 
alone answer as to whether she would accept the 
compensation. But neither of them could be hard 
on one so stricken and sorrowful, and they did not 
expect hardness from their mother and cousin, 
especially so far as old Mr. Proudfoot and his 
daughter were concerned. 

That the confessioi^ was made, and that Archie 
should be cleared, was enough for Julius to carry to 
Herbert's room, while Miles repaired to his mother. 
It was known in the sick room where the brothers 
had been, and Julius was watched as he crossed the 
Street by Jenny's eager eye, and she met him at the 
door of the outer room with a face of welcome. 
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" Come in and teil us all/' she said. " I see it is 
good news." 

Herbert was quite well enough to bear good news 
in füll detail as he lay, not saying much, but smiling 
bis welcome, and listening with ears almost as eager 
as bis sister's. And as Julius told of the crushed and 
broken man, Jenny*s tears rose to her eyes, and she 
pressed her brother's band and whispered, " Thanks, 
dear boy ! *' 

" Small thanks to me." 

**^Yes, I can enjoy it now," said Jenny; " thanks to 
you for forcing the bittemess out of me." 

"Can you bear a little more good news, Herbert?" 
said Julius. " Who do you think is to have St. 
Nicholas' ? " 

" Not William Easterby ? That's too good to be 
true." 

" But so it is. All the Senior Fellows dropped it 
like a red-hot coal" 

" I thought Dwight wanted to marry ? " 

" Yes, but the lady's friends won't hear of his taking 
her there ; so it has come down to young Easterby. 
He can't be inducted of course yet ; but he has written 
to say he will come down on Saturday and take 
matters in band." 

*' The Services on Sunday ? Oh I " said Herbert, 
with as great a gasp of relief as if he had been 
responsible for them ; and, indeed, Rosamond 
declared that both her husband and Mr. Bindon 
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looked like new men since Wilsbro' was off their 
backs. 

Archie was Coming back that evening. Jenny much 
longed to show her two treasures to each other, but 
it was a useless risk for the healthy man, and the sick 
one was too weak and tired to wish for a new face, 
or the trouble of speaking ; nay, he could not easily 
bring himself to cheerful acquiescence in even his 
favourite Lady Rose taking his sister's place to set 
her free for an evening with Archie at the Hall. 

Mrs. Poynsett \< as in the drawing-room. She had 
taken courage to encounter the down-stair associa- 
tions, saying she would make it no sadder for the 
dear boy than she could help, and so Miles had carried 
her down to meet one who had been always as one 
of her own sons. 

And thus it was that she gathered him into her 
embrace, while the great strong man, only then fuUy 
realising all the changes, sobbed uncontroUably 
beside her. 

"My boy, my poor Archie," she said, "you are 
come at last Did you not know you still had a 
mother to trust to ? " 

*'I ought to have known it," said Archie, in a 
choked voice. "Oh that I had seen Jenny in 
London ! " 

For indeed it had become piain that it had been 
his flight that had given opportunity and substance 
to the accusation. If he had remained, backed by 
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the confidence of such a family as the Poynsetts^ 
Gadley would have seen that testimony in his favour 
would be the safer and more profitable speculation ; 
and Moy himself, as he had said, would have testi- 
fied to the innocence of a Hving man on the spot, 
though he had let the blame rest on one whom he 
thought in the depths of the sea. Archie's want 
of moral courage had been his ruin. It had led him 
to the scene of temptation rather than resist his 
companions, and had thus given colour to the 
accusation, and in the absence of both Joanna and 
of his Cousins, it had prevented him from facing the 
danger. 

This sense made him the more willing to be for- 
bearing, when, after dinner, the whole Council sat 
round to hear in füll the history of the interview with 
Mr. Moy. Anne taking up her position beside Frank, 
with whom, between her pencil and the finger-alphabet, 
she had established such a language as to make her 
his best interpreter of whatever was passing in the 
room. 

*' One could not help being sorry for Moy," said 
Miles, as he concluded ; "he turns out to be but half 
the villain after all, made so rather by acquiescence 
than by his own free will." 

" But reaping the profit," said Mrs. Poynsett. 

"Yes, though in ignorance of the injury he was 
doing, and thus climbing to a height that makes his 
fall the worse. I am sorry for old Proudfoot too," 
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added Julius. "I believe they have not ventured 
to teil him of his granddaughter's marriage." 

" I do not think the gain to me would be at all 
equal to the loss to them," said Archie. " Exposure 
would be ruin and heartbreak there, and I don't see 
what it would do for me " 

" My dear Archie ! " exclaimed both Mrs. Poynsett 
and Joa»na, in amazement. 

" So long as you and Mr. Bowater are satisfied, I 
care for little eise," said Archie. 

" But your position, my dear," said Mrs. 
Poynsett. 

" We don*t care much about a man's antecedents, 
within a few years, out in the colonies, dear Aunt 
Julia," said Archie, smiling. 
" You aren't going back ? " 

"That depends," said Archie, his eyes seeking 
Joanna's ; " but I don't see what there is for me to do 

here. Tm spoilt for a solicitor anyway " 

" We could find an agency, Miles, couldn't we ? — or 

a farm — or " 

" Thank you, dear aunt," said Archie ; " I don't 
definitely answer, because Mr. Bowater must be con- 
sulted ; but I have a business out there that I can do, 
and where I can make a competence that I can fairly 
offer to Jenny here. If I came home, as I am now, 
I should only prey on you in some polite form, and 
I don't think Jenny would wish for that alternative. 
I must go back anyway, as I have told her, and whether 
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to save for her, or to make a home for her there, it 
must be for her to decide." 

They looked at Jenny. She was evidently prepared ; 
for though her colour rose a little,her frank eyes looked 
at hirii with a confiding smile. 

"But we must have justice done to you, my dear 
boy, whether you stay with us or not," said Mrs. 
Poynsett 

"That might have been done if I had not been 
fool enough to run away," said Archie ; " having 
done so, the mass of people will only remember that 
there has been something against me, in spite of any 
justification. It is not worth while to blast Moy*s 
character, and show poor old Proudfoot what a 
swindler his son was, just for that. The old man 
was good to me. I should like to let it rest while he 
lives. If Moy would sign such an exculpation of me 
as could be shown to Mr. Bowater, and any other 
whom it might concern, I should be quite willing to 
have nothing told publicly, at least as long as the oW 
gentleman lives." 

" I think Archie is right," said Miles, in the pause, 
with a great effort 

" Yes, right in the highest sense of the word," said 
Julius. 

" It is Christian," Anne breathed across to her 
husband. 

" I don't like it," said Mrs. Poynsett 

"Let that scoundrel go unhungl" burst from 

VOL. II. T 
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Frank, who had failed to catch the spirit of his 
Interpreter. 

" I don't Hke it in the abstract, mother," said Miles ; 
" but you and Frank have not seen the scoundrel in 
his beaten down State, and, as Archie says, it is hard 
to blacken the memory of either poor George Proudfoot 
or Tom Vivian, who have fathers to feel it for them." 
''Poor Tom Vivian's can hardly be made much 
blacker," said Mrs. Poynsett, "nor are Sir Harry's 
feelings very acute ; but perhaps poor old Proudfoot 
ought to be spared, and there are considerations as to 
the Vivian family. Still, I don't see how to consent 
to Archie going into exile again withthis Stigma upon 
him. I am sure Raymond would not, and I do not 
think Mr. Bowater will." 

"Dear Aunt Julia," said Archie, affectionately, 
Coming across to her, "it was indeed exile before, when 
I was dead to all of you ; but can it be so now the 
communication is open, and when I am making or 
winning my home .^ " and his eyes brought Jenny to 
him by her side. 

" Yes, dear Mrs. Poynsett," she said, holding her 
hand, " I am sure he is right, and that it would spoil 
all our own happiness to break that poor old father's 
heart, and bring him and his wife to disg^ace and 
misery. When I think of the change in everything 
since two days back — dear Herbert wrung a sort of 
forgiveness out of me — I can't bear to think of 
anybody being made miserable." 
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" And what will your Papa say, child ? " 

" I think he will feel a good deal for old Proud- 
foot," Said Jenny. " He rather likes the old man, 
and has laughed at our hatred of Miss Moy*s 
pretensions/* 

" Then it is settled," said Archie ; " I will write to 
Moy, for I suppose he had rather not see me, that I 
will say nothing about it publicly while Mr. Proudfoot 
lives, and will not show this confession of his unless 
it should be absolutely necessary to my character. 
Nor after old Proudfoot's death, will I take any step 
without notice to him." 

** Much more than he ought to expect," said Mrs. 
Poynsett. 

" I don't know/* said Archie; '* If he had refused, 
it would not have been easy to bring him to the point. 
I suppose I must have surrendered to take my trial, 
but after so many years, and with so many deaths, it 
would have been awkward." 

** And the money, mother," said Miles, producing a 
cheque. " Poor Moy, that was a relief to him. He 
said he had kept it ready for years." 

Mrs. Poynsett waved it off as if she did not like to 
touch it. 

" I don't want it ! Take it, Archie. Set up house- 
keeping on it," she said. ** You are not really going 
back to that place ? " 

" Yes, indeed I am ; I sail on Tuesday. Dear 
good Aunt Julia, how comfortable it is to feel any- 
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one caring for me again ; but I am afraid even this 
magnificent present, were it ten times as much, could 
not keep me ; I must go back to fulfil my word to 
my partner out there, even if I returned at once." 

*' And you let him go, Jenny ? " 

"I must!" Said Jenny. "And only think how 
different it is now ! For the rest, whether he comes 
back for me at once, or some years hence, must depend 
on Papa and Mamma." 

She spoke with grave content beaming in her eyes, 
just like herseif. The restoration was still swallowing 
up everything eise. 



CHAPTER XV. 



,) 



HERBERTS CHRISTMAS. 

** And when the self-abhorring thrill 
Is past — as pass it must, 
When tasks of life thy spirit fill ' 

Then be the self-renouncing will 
The seal of thy calm trast. 

Lyra Apostolica, 

By Christmas Day Archie Douglas was in the Bay of 
Biscay ; but even to Joanna it was not a sorrowful 
day, for did not Herbert on that day crawl back 
into his sitting-room, füll dressed for the first time, 
holding tight by her Shoulder, and by every piece 
of furniture on his way to the sofa, Rollo attending 
in almost pathetic delight, gazing at him from time 
to time, and thumping the floor with his tail ? He 
had various visitors after his arrival: — the first being 
his Rector, who came on his way back from church 
to give his congratulations, mention the number of 
convalescents who had there appeared, and speak of 
the wedding he had celebrated that morning, that of 
Fanny Reynolds and her Drake, who were going 
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forth the next day to try whether they could accom- 
plish a hawker*s career free from what the man, at 
least, had only of late learnt to be sins. It was a 
great risk, but there had been a penitence about 
both that Julius trusted was genuine. A print of the 
Guardian Angel, which had been her boy's treasure, 
had been hung by Fanny in her odd Httle bed-room, 
and she had protested with tears that it would seem 
like her boy calling her back if she were tempted 
again. 

*' Not that I trust much to that," said Julius. " Poor 
Fanny is soft, and likes to produce an effect ; but I 
believe there is Sterling stuff in Drake." 

" And he never had a chance before," said Herbert 

" No. Which makes a great difference — all indeed]be- 
tween the Publicans,or the Heathens,andthe Pharisees. 
He can't read, and I doubt whether he said the words 
rightly after me ; but I am sure he meant them." 

" I suppose all this has done great good ? *' said 
Jenny. 

" It will be our fault if it do not do permanent 
good. It ought," said Julius gravely. "No, no, 
Herbert, I did not mean to load you with the thought. 
Getting well is your business for the present — not 
improving the occasion to others." 

To which all that Herbert answered was, " Harry 
Hornblower ! " as if that name spoke volumes of 
oppression of mind. 

That discussion, however, was hindered by Mrs. 
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Hornblower's own arrival with one of her lodger's 
numerous meals, and Julius went off to luncheon. 
The next step on the stairs made Herbert start and 
exclaim, " That*s the dragoon ! Come in, Phil/' 

And there did indeed stand the eldest brother, who 
had obtained a few days' leave, as he told them, and 
had ridden over from Strawyers after church. He 
came in with elaborate caution in his great muddy 
boots, and looked at Herbert like a sort of natural 
curiosity, exciaiming that he only wanted a black cap 
and a pair of bands to be exactly like Bishop Bowater, 
a Caroline divine, with a meek, oval, spiritual face, 
and a great display of delicate attenuated fingers, the 
length of which had always been a doubt and marvel 
to his sturdy descendants. 

*' Hands and all," quoth Philip ; " and what are you 
doing with them ? " as he spied a Greek Testament in 
the fingers, and something far too ponderous for them 
within reach. " Jenny, how dare you ? " he remon- 
strated, poising the bigger book as if to heave it at 
her head. "That's what comes of your encouraging 
followers, eh ? " 

" Ah ! " Said Jenny, pretending to dodge the missile, 
while Rollo exercised great forbearance in stifling a 
bark, " Greek is not quite so severe to some folks as 
dragoon captains think." 

" Severe or not he might let it alone," said Phil, 
looking much disposed to wrest away the little book, 
which Herbert thrust under his pillow, saying — 
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** It was only the Lesson." 

*' Why can't you read the Lesson like a sensible 
man in its native English ? Don't laugh, children, 
you know what I mean. There's no good in this 
fellow working his brain. He can*t go up again before 
September, and according to the Bishop's letter to 
my father, he is safe to pass, if he could not construe 
a line, after what he did at Wilsbro*. The Bishop 
and Co. found they had made considerable donkeys 
of themselves. Yes, 'tis the ticket for you to be 
shocked ; but it is just like badgering a fellow for his 
commission by asking him how many facets go to a 
dragon-fly's eye, instead of how he can stand up to a 
battery." 

** So I thought," said Herbert ; " but I know now 
what it is to be in the teeth of the battery without 
having done my best to get my weapons about me." 

*' Come now ! Would any of those poor creatures 
have been the better for your knowing 

* How many notes a sackbut has, 
Or whether shawms have strings,* 

or the Greek particles, which I believe were what 
sacked you ? " 

** They would have been the better if I had ever 
learnt to think what men's souls are, or my own 
either," said Herbert, with a heavy sigh. 

" Ah ! well, you have had a sharp campaign," said 
Phil; **but you'll soon get the better of it when 
you are at Nice with the old folks. JoUy place — lots 
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of nice girls — something always going on. I'll try 
and get leave to take you out ; but yoü'U cut us all 
out ! Ladies won't look at a fellow when there's an 
interesting young parson to the fore." 

Herbert made an action of negation, and his sister 
Said — 

" The doctors say Nice will not do after such an 
illness as this. Papa asked the doctor there, and he 
said he could not advise it." 

•'Indeed! Then 1*11 teil you what, Herbs, you 
shall come into lodgings at York, and TU look after 
you there. You shall ride Pimento, and dine at the 
mess." 

" Thank you, Phil," said Herbert, to whom a few 
months ago this proposal would have been most 
seducing, " but I am going home, and that*s all the 
change I shall want.*' 

" Home ! Yes, Ellen is getting ready for you. 
Not your room — oh, no ! but the State bed-room ! 
When will you come } My leave is only tili Tuesday." 

" Oh ! I don't know how to think of the drive," 
sighed Herbert wearily. 

" We must wait for a fine day, when he feels strong 
enough," said Jenny. 

" All right," said Phil ; *' but ten days or a fortnight 
there will be quite enough, and then you'U come. 
There are some friends of yours, that only looked at 
me, I can teil you, for the sake of your name — eh, 
Master Herbs ? " 
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Herbert did not rise to the bait ; but Jenny said^ 
'* The Miss Strangeways ? " 

''Yes. Wouldn't he be flattered to hear of the 
stunning excitement when they heard of Captain 
Bowater, and how the old lady, their mother, talked 
by the yard about him ? You'll get a welcome indeed 
when you come, old fellow. When shall it be ? " 

" No, thank you, Phil," said Herbert gravely. " I 
shall come back here as soon as I am well enough. 
But there is one thing I wish you would do for me." 

"Well, What? ril speak about having any horse 
you please taken up for you to ride ; I came over on 
Brown Ben, but he would shake you too much.'^ 

" No, no, it's about a young fellow. If you coul4 
take him back to York to enlist " 

" My dear Herbert, I ain't a recruiting-serjeant." 

"No, but it might be the saving of him," said 
Herbert, raising himself and speaking with more 
animation. " It is Harry Hornblower." 

"Why, that's the chap that bagged your athletic 
prizes ! Whew ! Rather strong, ain't it, Joan ? " 

" He did no such thing," said Herbert, rather 
petulantly ; *' never dreamt of it. He only was rather 
a fool in talking of them — vaunting of me, I believe,. 
as not such a bad fellow for a parson ; so his friends 
got out of him where to find them. But they knew 
better than to take him with them. Teil him, 
Jenny ; he won't believe nie." 

"It is quite true, Phil;" said Jenny, "the poor 
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fellow did get into bad Company at the races, but 
that was all. He did not come home that night, 
but he was stupefied with drink and the beginning of 
the fever, and it was proved — perfectiy proved — that 
he was fast asleep at a house at Backsworth when 
the robbery was committed, and he was as much 
shocked about it as anyone — more, I am sure, than 
Herbert, who was so relieved on finding him clear 
of it that he troubled himself very little about the 
things. And now he has had the fever — not very 
badly — and he is quite well now, but he can't get 
anything to do. Truelove turned him off before the 
races for hanging about at the Three Pigeons, and 
nobody will employ him. I do think it is true what 
they say — his mother, and Julius, and Herbert and all 
— that he has had a lesson, and wants to turn over a 
new leaf, but the people here won't let him. Julius 
and Herbert want him to enlist, and I believe he 
would, but his mother — as they all do, thinks that the 
last degradation — ^but she might listen if Captain 
Bowater came and told her about his own regiment 
— cavalry too — and the style of men in it — and it is 
.the only chance for him." 

Philip made a wry face. 

" You see I took him up and let him down," said 
Herbert, sadly and earnestly. 

" I really do believe," said Jenny, clenching the 
matter, " that Herbert would get well much faster if 
Harry Hornblower were off his mind." 
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Phil growled, and his younger brother and sister 
knew that they would do their cause no good by 
another word. There was an odd shyness about 
them all. The eider brother had not yet said any- 
thing about Jenny *s prospects, and only asked after 
the party at the Hall. 

"^11 nearly well, except Frank's deafness," said 
Jenny. " In a day or two he is going up to London 
to consult an aurist, and see whether he can keep his 
clerkship. Miles is going with him, and Rosamond 
takes Terry up to see his brother in London, and then, 
I believe, she is going on to get rooms at Rockpier, 
while Miles comes home to fetch his mother there." 

" Mrs. Poynsett ! " with infinite wonder. 

" Oh yes, all this has really brought out much more 
power of activity in her. You know it was said 
that there was more damage to the nervous System 
than anything eise, and the shock has done her good. 
Besides, Miles is so much less timid about her than 
dear Raymond, who always handled her like a cracked 
teapot, and never having known much of any other 
woman, did not understand what was good for her." 

"Miles has more pith in him than ever poor old 
Raymond had," said Phil. "Poor old Poynsett, I 
used to think he wanted to be spooney on you, 
Joan, if he had only known his own mind. If he 
had, I suppose he would have been alive now ! " 

" What a pleasing Situation for Jenny ! " Herbert 
could not help muttering. 
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*' Much better than running after ostriches inj^the 
wilderness," quoth Philip. "You ride them double, 
don't you ? " 

**Two little negro boys at a time," replied Jenny, 
" according to the nursery-book. Will you come and 
try, Phil > " 

" You don't mean to go out ? ** 

" I don*t know," said Jenny ; " it depends on how 
Mamma is, and how Edith gets on." 

Philip gave a long whistle of dismay. Herbert 
looked at him wistfuUy, longing to hear him utter 
some Word of congratulation or sympathy with his 
sister ; but none was forthcoming. Philip had dis- 
liked the engagement originally — never had cared for 
Archie Douglas, and was not melted now that Jenny 
was more valuable than ever. She knew him too 
well to expect it of him, and did not want to leave 
him to vex Herbert by any expression of his opinion 
on the matter, and on this account, as well as on that 
of the fatigue she saw on her patient's features, she 
refused his kind offer of keeping guard while she went 
in the afternoon to church, adding that Herbert must 
rest, as Mrs. Duncombe was Coming afterwards to take 
leave of him. 

Philip shrugged his Shoulders in horror, and declared 
that he should not return again tili tAaf was over ; 
but he should look in again before he went home to 
settle about Herbert's Coming to York. 

"York!" said Herbert, with a gasp, as Jenny 
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brought his jelly, and arranged his pillows for a rest 
while the dragoon*s boots resounded on the stairs, 
^'Please teil him to say no more about it. I want 
them all to understand that Fm not going in for that 
sort of thing any more.'* 

" My dear, I think you had better not say things 
hotly and rashly ; you may feel so very differently by 
and by." 

" I know that," said Herbert ; " but after all it is 
only what my Ordination vows mean, though I did not 
see it then. And this year must be a penance year ; 
I had made up my mind to that before I feil ill." 

" Only you must get well," said Jenny. 

"That takes care of itself when one is sound to 
begin with," said Herbert. "And now that I have 
been brought back again, and had my eyes opened, 
and have got another trial given me, it would be double 
shame to throw it away." 

" I don't think you will do that." 

*' I only pray that all that seems burnt out of me 
by what I have seen, and heard, and feit, may not 
come back with my strength." 

" I could hardly pray that for you, Herbert," said 
Jenny. "Spirits are wanted to bear a clergyman 
throughhis work, and though you are quite right not 
to go in for those things, I should be sorry if you 
never enjoyed what came in your way." 

** If I never was tempted." 

" It need not be temptation. It would not be if 



IIERBERT'S CHRISTMAS. 287 

your mind were füll of your work — ^it would only be 
refreshment. I don*t want my boy to turn stern, and 
dry, and ungeniaL That would not be like your 
rector." 

" My rector did not make such a bad start, and can 
trust himself better," said Herbert. " Come, Jenny, 
don't look at me in that way. You can't wish me to 
go to York, and meet those rattling girls again } " 

'*No, certainly not, though Sister Margaret told 
Rosamond they had never had such a sobering lesson 
in their lives as their share in the mischief to you." 

" It was not their fault," said Herbert. " It was 
deeper down than that. And they were good girls 
after all, if one only had had sense." 

'' Oh ! " 

''Nonsense, Jenny," with a little smile, as he read 
her face, *' Vm not bitten — no — but they, and poor 
Lady Tyrrell, and all are proof enough that it is easy 
to turn my head, and that I am one who ought to 
keep out of that style of thing for the future. So do 
silence Phil, for you know when he gets a thing into 
his head how he goes on, and I do not think I can 
bear it now." 

" I am sure you can't," said Jenny, emphatically, 
"and ril do my best Only, Herbie, dear, do one 
thing for me, don*t bind yourself by any regulär 
renunciations of moderate things now your mind is 
excited, and you are weak. I am sure Julius or Dr. 
Easterby would say so." 
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" 111 think," Said Herbert. *' But if I am forgiven 
for this year, nothing seems to me too much to give 
up to the Great Shepherd to show my sorrow. 
' Feed My sheep * was the way He bade S. Peter 
prove his love." 

Jenny longed to say it was feeding the sheep rather 
than self-privation, but she was not sure of her ground, 
' and Herbert's low, quiet, soft voice went to her heart. 
There were two great tears on his cheeks, he shut his 
eyes as if to keep back any more, and turned his face 
inwards on the sofa, his lips still murmuring over 
" Feed My sheep." She looked at him, feeling as if, 
while her heart had wakened to new glad hopes of 
earth, her brother, in her fulfilled prayer, had soared 
beyond her. They were both quite still tili Mrs. 
Duncombe came to the door. 

She was at the Rectory, her house being dis- 
mantled, and she, having stayed tili the last case of 
fever was convalescent, and the Sisters recalled, was 
to go the next day to her mother-in-law's. She was 
almost as much altered as Herbert himself. Her 
janty air had given way to something equally 
energetic, but she looked wiry and worn, and her gold 
pheasant's crest had become little more than a sandy 
wisp, as she came quietly in and took the hand that 
Herbert held out to her, saying how glad she was to 
see him on the mend. 

He asked after some of the people whom they had 
attended together, and listened to the details, asking 
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specially after one or two families, where one or both 
parents had been taken away. 

'Toor Cecil Poynsett is undertaking them," was 
the answer in each case. Some had been already sent 
to orphanages ; others were boarded out tili places 
could be found for them ; and the Sisters had taken 
Charge of two. 

Then one widow was to "do for" the Vicar, who 
had taken solitary possession of the Vicarage, but 
would soon be joined there by one or more curates. 
He had been inducted into the ruinous chancel of the 
poor old church, had paid the architect of the Rat- 
house iifty pounds (a sum just equaUing the proceeds 
of the bazaar) to be rid of his plans ; had brought 
down a first-rate architect ; and in the meantime was 
working the little iron church vigorously. 

" Everything seems to be beginning there just as I 
go into exile ! *' said Mrs. Duncombe. *' It seems odd 
that I should have to go Crom what I have only just 
learnt to prize ! But you have taught me a good 
deal " 

'*Everyone must have learnt a good deal," said 
Herbert, wearily. " If one only has ! " 

" I meant you, yourself, and that is what I came to 
thank you for. Yes, I did ; even if you don't like to 
hear it, your sister does, and I must have it out. I 
shall recoUect you again and again Standing over all 
those beds, and shrinking from nothing, and I shall 
hold up the example to my boys." 

VOL. II. U 
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" Do hold up something better ! " 

" Can you write ? " she said, abruptly. 

" I have written a few lines to my mother." 

" Do you remember what you said that night, when 
you had to hold that poor man in his delirium, and 
his wife was so wild with fright that she could not 
help ? " 

" I am not sure what you mean." 

" You said it three or four times. It was only ** 

" I remember," said Herbert, as she paused ; '* it was 
the only thing I could recollect in the turmoil." 

" Would it tire you very much to write it for me 
in the fly-leaf of this Prayer Book that Mr. Charnock 
has given me ? " 

Herbert pulled himself into a sitting posture, and 
signed to his sister to give him the ink. 

" I shall spoil your book," he said, as his hand 
shook. 

" Never mind," she said, eagerly, " the words come 
back to me whenever I think of the life I have to 
face, and I want them written ; they soothe me, 
as they soothed that frightened woman and raving 
man." 

And Herbert wrote. It was only — " The Lord is a 
very present help in trouble." 

^ Yes," she said ; '* thank you. Put your initials» 
pray. There — thank you. No, you can never teil 
what it was to me to hear those words, so quietly, 
and gravely, and strongly, in that deadly struggle. 
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It seemed to me, for the first time in all my life, that 
God is a real Presence and an actual Help. There ! I 
see Miss Bowater wants me gone ; so I am off. I 
shall hear of you." 

Herbert was exhausted with the exertion, and only 
exchanged a close pressure of the hand, and when 
Jenny came back, after seeing the lady to the door, 
she thought there were tears on his cheek, and bent 
down to kiss him. 

" That was just the way, Jenny," his low, tired 
voice Said. " I never could recoUect what I wanted 
to say. Only just those few Psalms that you did 
manage to teach me before I went to school, they 
came back and back." 

Jenny had np time to answer, for the feet of Philip 
were on the stairs. He had been visiting Mrs. Horn- 
blower, and persuading her that to make a dragoon 
of her son was the very best thing for him — great 
promotion, and quite removed from the ordinary 
vulgär enlistment in the line — tili he had wiled 
consent out of her. And though Philip declared it 
was blarney, and was inclined to think it infra dg. to 
have thus exerted his eloquence, it was certain that 
Mrs. Hornblower would console herseif by mentioning 
to her neighbours that her son was gone in com- 
pliment to Captain Bowatei, who had taken a fancy 

to him. 

The relief to Herbert was infinite ; but he was by 
this time too much tired to do anything but murmur 

U 2 
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his thanks, and wish himself safe back in his bed, and 
Philipps strong-armed aid in reaching that haven was 
not a little appreciated. 

Julius looked in with his mothers entreaty that 
Phih'p, and if possible his sister, should come up to 
eat their Christmas dinner at the Hall ; and Herbert, 
wearily declaring that sleep was all he needed, and 
that Cranky would be more than sufficient for him, 
insisted on their accepting the invitation ; and Jenny 
was not sorry, for she did not want a tite-ä-tite with 
Philip so close to her patient's room, that whatever he 
chose to hear, he might. 

She had quite enough of it in the walk ta the Hall- 
Phil, with the persistency of a person bent on doing a 
kind thing, returned to his York plan, viewing it as 
excellent relaxation for a depressed, overworked man, 
and certain it would be a great treat to " little Herb." 
He still looked on the tall young man as the small 
brother to be patronized and protected and dragged 
out of home petting ; so he pooh-poohed all Jenny's 
geritler hints as to Herbert's need of care and desire 
to return to his work, until she was obliged to say 
plainly that he had entreated her to beg it might not 
be argued with him again, as he was resolved against 
amusement for the present. 

. Then Phil grew very angry both with Herbert and 
Jenny. 

" Did they suppose he wanted the boy to do any- 
thing unclerical } " 
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" No ; but you know it was by nothing positively 
unclerical that he was led aside before." 

Phil broke out into a tirade against the foUy of 
Jenny's speech. In his view, Herbert's conduct at 
Wilsbro' had confuted the Bishop's censure, and for 
his own part, he only wished to amuse the boy, and 
give him rest, and if he did take him to a ball, or 
even out with the hounds, he would be on leave, and 
in another diocese, where the Bishop had nothing to 
do with him. 

Jenny tried to make him understand that dread of 
the Bishop was the last thing in Herbert's mind. It 
was rather that he did not think it right to dissipate 
away a serious Impression. 

That was worse than before. She was threatened 
with the most serious displeasure of her father and 
mother if she encouraged Herbert in the morbid, 
ascetic notions ascribed to Dr. Easterby. 

" It was always the way with the women — they 
never knew where to stop." 

" No," Said Jenny, " I did not know there was any- 
where to stop in the way of Heaven." 

" As if there were no way to Heaven without making 
a fool of oneself." 

This answer made Jenny sorry for her own, as 
needlessly vexatious, and yet she recollected S. 
PauFs Christian paradoxes, and feit that poor 
Herbert might have laid hold of the true theory of 
the ministry. At any rate she was glad that they 
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were at that moment hailed and overtaken by the 
party from the Rectory, and that Phil pounced at 
once on Julius, to obtain his sanction to giving 
Herbert a little diversion at York. 

Julius answered more warily, "Does he wish it?" 

" No ; but he is too weak yet, and is hipped and 
morbid." 

" Well, Phil, I would not put it into his head. No 
doubt you would take very good care of him, but I 
doubt whether your father would like the Bishop to 
hear of him — under the circumstances — going to 
disport himself at the dragoon mess. Besides, I 
don't think he will be well enough before Lent, and 
then of course he could not." 

This outer argument in a man*s voice pacified Phil, 
as Julius knew it would, much better than the deeper 
one, and he contented himself with muttering that he 
should write to his father about it, which every one 
knew he was most likely not to do. 

Who could have foretold last Christmas who would 
be the party at that dinner ? Mrs. Poynsett at the 
head of her own table, and Miles in the master*s place, 
and the three waifs from absent families would have 
seemed equally unlikely guests ; while of last year's 
party — Charlie was in India, Tom De Lancey with 
the aunts in Ireland, Cecil at Dunstone. Mrs. 
Duncombe was perfectly quiet, not only from the 
subduing influence of all she had undergone, but, 
because she feit herseif there like an intruder, and 
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would have refused, but that to leave her at home 
would have distressed her hostess. Mrs. Poynsett had 
never seen her before, and after all she had heard 
about her, was quite amazed at the sight of such an 
insignificant little person as she was without her dash 
and sparkle, and in a dress which, when no longer 
coquettish, verged upon the slovenly. 

Poor thing, she was waiting tili the Christmas visit 
of the eider Mrs. Duncombe's own daughter was over 
so that there might be room for her, and she was 
thankful for the reprieve, which left her able to spend 
Christmas among the Privileges she had only learnt 
to value just as she was deprived of them. She 
iooked at Mrs. Poynsett, half in curiosity, half in 
compunction, as she remembered how she had helped 
to set Cecil against her. 

"But then," as she said to Rosamond, in going 
home, " I had prejudices about the genus belle-mhe. 
And mine always knew and said I should ruin her 
son, in which, alas ! she was quite right 1 " 

" She will be pleased now," said Rosamond. 

"No, indeed, I believe she had rather I were 
rapidity personified than owe the change to anyone 
of your Rector's sort. I have had a letter or two, 
warning me against the Sisters, or thinking there is 
any merit in works of mercy. Ah, well ! TU try to 
think her a good old woman ! But if she had only 
not strained the cord tili it snapped, how much 
happier Bob and I should have been ! " 
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What a difTerence there is between straining the 

cord for oneself and for other people ! So Julius 

could not help feeling when Herbert, in spite of all 

that could be said to him, about morbid haste in 

renunciation, sent for the village captain of the 

cricket-club, and delivered over to him the bat, which 

had hitherto been as a knightly sword to him 

resigning his place in the Compton Poynsett Eleven, 

and replying to the dismayed entreaties and assur- 

ances of the young farmer that he would reconsider 

his decision, and that he would soon be quite strong 

again, that he had spent too much time oVer cricket, 

and liked it too well to trust himself at it again. 

That was the last thing before on a New Year*s 
Day, which was like an April day, Herbert came into 
church once more, and then was carried off in the 
Strawyers* carriage, lying back half ashamed, half 
astonished, at the shower of stränge tears which the 
ecstatic shouts and cheers of the village boys had 
called forth. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

ROCKPIER. 

" For Love himself took part against himself 
To warn us off." 

Tennysoft, 

Rosa MOND was to have a taste of her old vocation, 
and go campaigning for lodgings, the searching for 
which she declared to be her strongest point. Rock- 
pier was to be the destination of the family ; Eleonora 
Vivian, whose letters had been far fewer than had 
been expected of her, was known to be there with 
her father, and this was Iure sufficient for Frank- 
Frank's welfare again was the Iure to Mrs. Poynsett ; 
and the benefit Rosamond was to derive from sea 
air, after all she had gone through, made Julius 
willing to give himself the holiday that everybody 
insisted on his having until Lent 

First, however, was sent off an advanced guard, 
consisting of Rosamond and Terry, who went up to 
London with Frank, that he might there consult an 
aurist, and likewise present himself to his chief, and 
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See whether he could keep his clerkship. All this 
turned out well, his duties did not depend on his ears, 
and a month's longer leave of absence was granted to 
him; moreover, his deafness was pronounced to be 
likely to yield to treatment, and a tube restored him 
to somewhat easier intercourse with mankind, and he 
was in high spirits when, after an evening spent with 
Rosamond's friends, the M^Kinnons, the trio took an 
early train for Rockpier, where Rosamond could not 
detain Frank even to come to the hotel with them 
and have luncheon before hurrying off to Verdure 
Point, the villa inhabited by Sir Harry. All he had 
done all the way down was to impress upon her in 
the , fulness of his knowledge of the place, that the 
only habitable houses in Rockpier were in that 
direction — the nearer to Verdure Point the more 
perfect ! 

Terry listened with smiling eyes, sometimes viewing 
the lover as a bore, sometimes as a curious study, con- 
firming practical Statements. Terry was thoroughly 
well, only with an insatiable appetite, and he viewed 
his fellow convalescent's love with double wonder when 
he found it caused oblivion of hunger, especially as 
Frank still looked gaunt and sallow, and was avowedly 
not returned to his usual health. 

Rosamond set forth house-hunting, dropping Terrj' 
ere long at the Library, where she went to make 
inquiries, and find the sine qua non, When she 
reached the sitting-room at the hotel, she found 
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Frank cowering over the fire in an arm-chair, the 
picture of despondency. Of course he did not hear 
her entrance, and she darted up to him, and put her 
hand on his Shoulder. He looked up to her with an 
attempt at indifference. 

" Well, Frank ! " 

" Well, Rose ! How have you sped ? " 

'* I have got a house ; but it is in Marine Terrace. 
I don*t know what you'U say to me." 

" I don't know that it signifies." 

" You are shivering ! What*s the matter } " 

" Only, it is very cold ! " 

{Aside. " Ring the bell, Terry, he is as cold as 
ice.") " Did you see her } " 

" Oh yes. Did you have any luncheon } " (" Some 
port-wine and hot water directly, please.") 
. **Yes, I believe so. You are not ordering any- 
thing for me ? There's nothing amiss— only it is so 
cold." 

" It is cold, and you are not to be cold ; nor are we 
to be cold, sir. You must go to bed early in the 
evening, Terry,'* said Rosamond, at last. " I shall 
make nothing of him while you are by, and an hour*s 
more sleep will not be lost on you." 

"Will you come and teil me then, Rosey.^ I 
deserve something." 

"What, for sleeping there instead of here, when 
youVe nothing to do } " 

"Indeed, but I have. I want to make out this 
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little Chaucer. I shall go down to the cofTee-room 
and do it." 

** Well, if you like poking out your eyes with the 
gas in the coffee-room, I have no objection, since you 
are too proud to go to bed. Wish him good-night 
first, and do it naturally." 

"Nature would be thrown away on him, poor 
fellow," Said Terry, as he roused Frank with difficulty 
to have " Good-night " roared into his ear, and give a 
listless hand. He was about to deal with Rosamond 
in the same way, but she said — 

" No, I am not going yet," and settled herseif 
opposite to him, with her half-knitted baby's shoe 
in her hands, and her feet on the fender, her crape 
drawn up from the fire, disposed for conversation. 
Frank, on the other hand, feil back into the cid 
Position, looking so wretched that she could bear it 
no longer, picked up the tube, forced it on him, and 
Said, " Do teil me, dear Frank. You used to teil me 
long ago." 

He shook his head. "Thafs all over. You are 
veiy good, Rosamond, but you should not have 
forced her to come to me.'* 

" Not ! " 

" My life was not worth saving.'* 

" She has not gone back from you again } — the 
horrible girl ! " (t/its last aside). 

" It is not that she has gone back. She has never 
changed. It is I who have forfeited her." 
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" You ! — ^You ! — She has not cast you ofT?" 

"You know how it was, and the resolution by 
which she had bound herseif, and how I was 
maddened." 

"That! I thought it was all forgiven and for- 
gotten ! " cried Rosamond. 

*' It is not a matter of forgiveness. She put it to me 
whether it was possible to begin on a broken wordv" 

" Worse and worse ! Why, when youVe spoken a 
foolish Word, it is the foolishest thing in the world to 
hold to it." 

" If it were a foolish word ! " said poor Frank. " I 
think I could have atoned for that day, if she could 
have tried me ; but when she left me ta judge, and 
those eyes of sweet, sorrowful — 
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" Sweet ! Sorrowful, indeed ! About as sweet and 
sorrowful as the butcher to the lamb. Left you to 
judge ! A refinement of cruelty ! She had better 
have stayed away when I told her it was the only 
Chance to save your life." 

" Would that she had ! " sighed Frank. " But that 
was your doing, Rosamond, and what she did in mere 
humanity can't be cast back again to bind her against 
her conscience." 

" Plague on her conscience ! " was my Lady's im- 
precation. " I wonder if it is all coquetry ! " 

"She deserves no blame," said Frank, under- 
standing the manner, though the words were under 
Rosamond's breath. " Her very troubles in her own 
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family have been the cause of her erecting a Standard 
of what alone she could trust. Once in better days 
she fancied I came up to it, and when I know how far 

I have fallen short of it " 

" Nonsense. She had no business to make the 
condition without warning you." 

" She knows more of me than only that," muttered 
poor Frank. " I was an ass in town last summen 
It was the hope of seeing her that drew me ; but if 
I had kept out of that set, all this would never have 
been/* 

*' It was all for her sake." (A substratum of " Un- 
grateful, ungenerous girl.") 

" For her sake, I thought— not her true sake.*' 
Then there was a silence, broken by his exclaiming, 
'* Rose, I must get away from here ! " 

"You can't," she called back. '* Here's your mother 
Coming. She would be perfectly miserable to find 
you gone." 

" It is impossible I should stay here." 
'* Don't be so chicken-hearted, Frank. If she has a 
heart worth speaking of, she'U come round, if you only 
press hard enough. If not, you are well quit of her.'* 
He cried out at this, and Rosamond saw that what 
she called faintness of heart was really reverence and 
sense of his own failings ; but none the less did she 
scorn such misplaced adoration, as it seemed to her, 
and scold him in her own fashion, for not rushing on 
to conquer irresistibly ; or eise being cool and easy 
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as to his rejection. He would accept neither alter- 
native, was depressed beyond the power of comfort, 
bodily weariness adding to his other ills, and went 
off at last to bed, without retracting his intention of 
going away. 

" Well, Terry, it is a new phase, and a most per- 
plexing one ! " said Rosamond, when her brother 
came back with arch curiosity in his brown eyes. 
" The girl has gone and turned him over, and there 
he lies on his back prostrate, just like Ponto, when 
he knows he deserves it ! " 

"Turned him over — you don't mean that she is 
off? I thought she was a perfect angel of loveliness 
and goodness." 

" Goodness ! It is enough to make one hate good- 
ness, unless this is all mere pretence on her part, 
But what I am afraid of is his setting off, no one 
knows where, before anyone is up, and leaving us to 
confront his mother, while he falls ill in some dog- 
hole of a place. He is not fit to go about by himself, 
and I trust to you to watch him, Terry.'^ 

" Shall I lie on the mat outside his door ? " said 
Terry, half meaning it, and somewhat elated by the 
romantic Situation. 

"No, we are not come to quite such extremities. 
You need not even turn his key by mistake; only 
keep your ears open. He is next to you, is he not ? 
— and go in on pretext of inquiry — if you hear him 
üp to mischief." 
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Nothing was heard but the ordinary sumtnons of 
Boots ; and it turned out in the morning that the 
chill had exasperated his throat, and reduced him to 
a condition which took away all inclination to move, 
besides deafening him completely. 

Rosamond had to rush about all day, providing 
plenishing for the lodging. Once she saw Sir Harry 
and his daughter in the distance, and dashed into a 
shop to avoid them, muttering, " I don't believe she 
cared for him one bit. I dare say she has taken up 
with Lorimer Strangeways after all ! Rather worse 
than her sister, I declare, for she never pretended to 
be too g-ood for Raymond," and then as a curate in a 
cassock passed — "Ah! some of them have been 
working on her, and persuading her that he is not 
good enough for her. Impertinent prig ! He looks 
just capable of it! " 

Frank was no better as to cold and deafness, 
though somewhat less uncomfortable the next day 
in the lodging, and Rosamond went up without him 
to the Station to meet.the rest of the party, and 
arrange for Mrs. Poynsett*s conveyance. They had 
accomplished the journey much better than had been 
hoped, but it was late and dark enough to make it 
expedient that Mrs. Poynsett should be carried to 
bed at once, after her most unwonted fatigue, and 
only have one glimpse and embrace of Frank, so as 
to stave off the knowledge of his troubles tili after 
her night's rest. He seconded this desire, and indeed 
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Mi] es and Anne only saw that he had a bad cold ; 
but Rosamond no sooner had her husband to herself^ 
than she raved over his wrongs to her heart's content, 
and implored Julius to redress them, though how she 
did not well know, since she by turns declared that 
Frank was well quit of Lenore, and that he would 
never get over the loss. 

Julius demurred a good deal to her wish of sending 
him on a mission to Eleonora. All Charnocks natu- 
rally swung back to distrust of the Vivians, and he 
did not like to plead with a girl who seemed only to 
be making an excuse to reject his brother; while, on 
the other hand, he knew that Raymond had not been 
satisfied with Frank's London habits, nor had he him- 
self been at ease as to his religious practices, which 
certainly had been the minimum required to suit his 
mother*s notions. He had been a communicant oa 
Christmas Day, but he was so entirely out of reach 
that there was no knowing what difference his illness 
might have made in him ; Eleonora might know more 
than his own family did, and have good and conscien- 
tious reasons for breaking with him ; and, aware that 
his own authority had weight with her, Julius feit it 
alniost too much responsibility to interfere tili the next 
day, when his mother, with tears in her eyes, entreated 
him to go to Miss Vivian, to find out what was this 
dreadful misunderstanding, which perhaps might only 
be from his want of hearing, and implore her, in the 
name of an old woman, not to break her boy's 
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heart, and darken his life, as it had been with his 
brother. 

Mrs. Poynsett was tremulous and agitated, and grief 
Tiad evidently told on her high spirit, so that Julius 
could make no objection, but promised to do his best. 

By the time it was possible to Julius to call, Sir 
Harry and Miss Vivian were out riding, and he had 
no further chance tili at the gasUt Friday evening 
lecture, to which he had hurried after dinner, a lady 
became faint in the heated atmosphere, two rows of 
chairs before him, and as she turned to make her way 
out, he saw that it was Eleonora, and was appalled 
by seeing not only the whiteness of the present faint- 
ness, but that thinness and general alteration which 
had changed the beautiful face so much that he asked 
himself for a moment whether she could have escaped 
the fever. 

In that moment he had moved forward to her 
Support ; and she, seeming to have no one belonging 
to her, clung to the friendly arm, and was presently 
in the porch, where the cool night air revived her at 
once, and she begged him to return, saying nothing 
ailed her but gas. 

" No, I shall See you home, Lena." 

" Indeed, there is no need," said the trembling 
voice, in which he detected a sob very near at 
hand. 

** I shall use my own judgment as to that," said 
Julius, kindly. 
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She made no more resistance, but rose from the 
seat in the porch, and accepted his arm. He soon feit 
that her steps were growing firmer, and he ventured 
to say, " I had been looking for you to-day." 

** Yes, I saw your card." 

"I had a message to you from my mother.'* 
Lenore trembled again, but did not dare to relax her 
hold on him. " I think you can guess what it is. She 
thinks poor Frank must have mistaken what you said.'* 

" No — I wrote it," said Lena very low. 

" And you really meant that the resolution made 
last year is to stand between you and Frank ? I am not 
blaming you, I do not know whether you may not be 
actingrightly and wisely,and whether you may not have 
more reason than I know of to shrink from intrusting 
yourself to Frank ; but my mother cannot understand 
it, and when she sees him heartbroken, and too unwell 
to act for himself '' 

" Oh 1 is he ill ? " 

"He has a very bad cold, and ccruld not get up tili 
the afternoon, and he is deafer than ever." 

Lena moaned. 

He proceeded : " So as he cannot act for himself, 
my mother begged me to come to an understanding." 

"I told him to judge," said Lena, faintly, but 
tuming Julius so as to walk back along the parade 
instead of to her abode. 

** Was not that making him his own executioner f " 
said Julius. 

X 2 
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" A promise is binding," she added. 

" Yet, is it quitc fair ? " said Julius, sure now which 
way her heart went, and thinking she was really longing 
to be absolved from a superstitious feeling, " is it fair 
to expect another person to be bound by a vow of 
which you have not told him ? " 

" I never thought he could/* sighed she. 

" And you know he was entrapped ! " said Julius, 
roused to defend his brother. 

"And by whom?'' she said in aecents of deep 
pain. 

" I should have thought it just — both by your poor 
sister and by him — to undo the wrong then wrought," 
said Julius, "unless, indeed, you have some further 
cause for distrusting him ? " 

"No! no!" cried she. "Oh, Julius I I do it for 
his own good. Your mother knowß not what she 
wishes, in tr>nng to entangle him again with me." 

" Lenore, will you teil me if anything in him, 
besides that unhappy slip, makes you distrust him ? " 

" I must teil the whole truth," gasped the poor girl, 
as they walked along in the sound of the sea, the dark 
path here and there brightened by the gas-lights, " or 
you will think it is his fault ! Julius, I know more 
about my poor father than ever I did before. I was 
a child when I lived here before, and then Camilla 
took all the management. When we came to London, 
two months ago, I soon saw the kind of people he got 
round him for his comforters. I knew how he spent 
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his evenings. It is second nature to him — he can*t get 
out of it, I believe ! I persuaded him to come down 
here, thinking it a haven of peace and safety. Alas ! 
I little knew what old habits there were to resume, 
nor what was the real reason Camilla brought us away 
after paying our debts. I was a happy child theuy 
when I only knew that papa was gone to his club. 
Now I know that it is a billiard-room — and that it is 
doing all the more härm because he is there — and I 
see him with people whom he does not like me to 
speak to. I don't know whether I could get him away, 
and it would be as bad anywhere eise. I don*t think 
he can help it. And he is often unwell ; he can't do 
without me when he has the gout, and I ought not to 
leave him to himself- And then, if — if we did marry 
and he lived with us in London, think what it would 
be for Frank to have such a set brought about him. 
I don't see höw he could keep them off. Or even an 
engagement bringing him down here — or anywhere, 
among papa*s friends would be very bad for him. I 
saw it in London, even with Camilla to keep things 
in check." She was almost choked with suppressed 
agony. 

" I see," Said Julius, gravely and pitifully, " it would 
take a man of more age and weight than poor Frank 
to deal with the habits of a lifetime. The risk is 
great." 

" And when I saw it," added Eleonora, ^' I feit I 
must never, never bring him into it. And how could 
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I teil hitn ? Your mother does not know, or she could 
not wish it ! " 

" It IS piain that in the present State of things you 
ought not to marry, and so far you are judging 
nobly/' said Julius ; '* but next comes the question — 
how far it is well to make that day at the races the 
pretext ? " 

" Don't call it a pretext," said Lenore, quickly. "I 
meant what I said a year ago, with all my soul. 
Perhaps it was hasty, when poor Camilla drove me 
into saying I did not mean only an habitual gambler, 
but one who had ever betted. And now, well as I 
know how cruelly she used that presumptuous vow 
of mine, and how she repented of it at last, still 
I feel that to fly in its face might be so wrong, that 
I should have no right to expect not to drag Frank 
down." 

** Perhaps I am too much interested to judge 
fairly," said Julius. "I should like you to consult 
some one — say Dr. Easterby — but it seems to me 
that it is just such a vow as you may well be absolved 
from." 

" But IS it not Frank's protection ? " 

**Put yourself in that poor fellow's place, Lena, and 
see what it is to him to be cast off for such a reason. 
He did the wrong, I know. He knew he ought not, 
apart from your resolution, and he did thus prove his 
weakness and unfitness " 

" Oh no, no — it was not his fault" 
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Julius laughed a Httle, and added, "I am not 
saying he deserves you — ^hush I — or that it would 
be well to take him now, only that I think to find 
himself utterly rejected for so insufficient a reason, 
and when he was really deceived, would not only 
half kill him now, but do his whole nature cruel 
härm." 

" What is to be done then ? " sighed Eleonora. * 

*• I should say, and I think my mother would put 
him on some probation if you like, even before you 
call it an engagement ; but give him hope. Let him 
know that your attachment is as true and unselfish 
as ever, and do not let him broocf in misery, enhanced 
by his deafness." 

" I can*t marry while poor papa is like what he is/* 
Said she, as if trying to keep hold of her purpose. 

" But you can be Frank's light and hope — the prize 
for which he can work." 

"If — your mother will have it so— then," said 
Eleonora, and the sigh that followed was one to 
relieve, not exhaust. 

" May I teil her then ? " 

" You must, I suppose," said the poor girl ; " but she 
can never wish it to go on ! " 

Julius left her at her own door and went home. 

As Mrs. Poynsett said, she could expect nothing 
better of him. " It is quite clear," she said, *' that 
poor Lena is right, that Frank must not set up house- 
keeping with him. Even if he were certain to be 
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proof against temptation, it would be as bad a 
cjonnection as could be. I never thought of bis 
being with them ; but I suppose there is nothing eise 
to be done with him." 

" Frank ought not to be exposed to the trial. The 
old man has a certain influenae over him." 

" Though I should have thought such a hoary old 
wreck was nothing but a warning. It has been a 
most unhappy afiair from first to last ; but Lena is a 
good, unselfish girl, and nothing eise will give Frank 
a Chance of happiness. Waiting will do them no 
härm, they are young enough, and have no great sum 
to marry upon, so if you can bring her to me to- 
morrow, Julius, I will ask her to grant my poor boy 
leave to wait tili she can see her way to marrying.*' 

Julius ventured to write down, " Hope on ! " 

To this Frank replied with rather a fiery look, "Mind, 
I will not have her persuaded or worked on. It must 
be all her own doing. Yes,*' answering a look of his 
brother, " I see what you are about. You want to teil 
her it is a superstition about her vow and not usin^ 
me fairly. So it may be in some points of view ; but 
the fact remains. She thought she might trust to my 
good sense and principle, and it proved that she was 
wrong. After that it is not right to force myself on 
her. I don't dare to do it, Julius. I have not been 
shut up with myself all these weeks for nothing. I 
know now how unworthy I ever was to think of her 
as mine. If I can ever prove my repentance she 
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might in time forgive me ; but for her to be driven 
to take me out of either supposed justice or mercy, 
I will not stand ! A wretched deaf being like me ! 
It is not fitting, and I will not have it done! " 

Julius wrote — " She is suffering greatly. She nearly 
fainted at church, and I had to take her out." 

Frank\s face worked, and he put his band over it as 
he said, " You are all torturing her ; I shall write a 
letter and settle it myself." 

Frank did write the letter that very night, and when 
Julius next saw Eleonora her eyes were swoUen with 
weeping, and she said — 

** Take me to him I I must comfort him ! " 
*' You have heard from him t " 
" Yes. Such a beautiful letter. But he must not 
think it t/tat:' 

She did show the letter, reserved though she was. 
She was right about it ; Julius was Struck with the 
humble sweetness, which made him think more highly 
of poor Frank than ever he had done before. He had 
decided against himself, feeling how much his fall at 
the race-ground had been the effect of the manner in 
which he had allowed himself to be led during the 
previous season in London, and owning how far 
his whole aim in life feil short of what it ought to 
be, asking nothing for himself, not even hope nor 
patience, though he could not refrain from expressing 
his own undying love, and his one desire that if she 
had not attached herseif to one more worthy, he might 
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in time be thought to have proved his repentance. In 
the meantime she would and could be only his beacon 
Star. 

Julius could not but take her home, and leave her 
with Frank, though his mother was a little annoyed 
not to have first seen her ; but when Frank himself 
brought her to Mrs. Poynsett's arms, it tumed out 
that the two ladies were quite of one mind as to 
the inexpediency of Sir Harry living with Frank. 

• 

They said it very covertly, but each understood the 
other, and Eleonora went home wonderfully happier, 
and looking as if her fresh beauty would soon retum. 

There was quite enough to dazzle Miles, whose 
first opinion was that they were hard on Sir Harry, 
and that two ladies and a clergyman might be 
making a great deal too much of an old man's form 
of loitering, especially in a female paradise of ritualism, 
as he was pleased to call Rockpier, where all the male 
Population seemed to be invalids. 

However, it was not long before he came round to 
their view. He found that Sir Harry, in spite of his 
gentlemanly speech and bearing, was a battered old 
roiii^ who was never happy but when gambling, and 
whose air and title were baits to victims of a lower 
class than himself; young clerks and medical students 
who were flattered by his condescension. He did 
not actually fleece them himself, he had too little 
worldly wisdom for that ; but he was the decoy of 
a coterie of Nyms, Pistols, and Bardolphs, who 
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gathered up the spoil of these and any unwary 
youth who came to Rockpier in the wake of an 
invalid, or to " see life " at a fashionable watering-place. 
Miles thought the old man was probably reduced to 
a worse style of Company, by the very fact of the 
religious atmosphere of the place, where he himself 
found so little to do that he longed for the opening of 
the Session ; but he was strongly impressed with the 
impracticability of a minage for Frank, with the 
baronet as father-in-law. 

Not so, Sir Harry. He was rather fond of Frank, 
and had been glad to be no longer bound to oppose 
the match, and he had benignantly made up his mind 
to the great sacrifice of living in his house in London^ 
surrounding himself with all his friends, and making 
the young couple supply him with pocket-money 
whenever he had a run of ill-luck. They would grant 
it more easily than Camilla, and would never presume 
to keep him under regulation as she had done. They 
would be too grateful to him. 

So, after a day or two, he demanded of Eleonora 
whether her young man had given her up, or what he 
meant by his coolness in not calling } Lena answered 
the last count by explaining how unwell he had been, 
and how his hearing might be lost by a renewal of his 
cold. She was however further pressed, and obliged 
to say how matters stood, namely, that they were 
engaged, but meant to wait. 

Whereupon, Sir Harry, quite sincerely, poor old 
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man, grew compassionateand grandly benignant. The 
young people were prudent, but he would come to 
their aid. His pittance added to theirs — even now 
would set all things straight. He would never stand 
in the way of their happiness ! 

Mrs. Poynsett had bidden Lena cast the whole 
on her Shoulders. The girl was too truthful and 
generous to do this, fond as she still was of her 
father. 

" No, dear papa/* she said, " it is very kind in you," 
for she knew that so he meant it, " but I am afraid 
it will not quite do. You see Frank must be very 
careful in his Situation — and I don't think so quiet 
a way of life would suit you." 

"Nonsense child; Tm an old man, and I want no 
racketing. Just house-room for myself and Victor. 
That fellow is worth two women in a house. You'U 
keep a good cook. FU never ask for more than a 
few old friends to dinner, when I don't feel disposed 
to have them at the club." 

Old friends f Yes, Lenore knew them, and her 
flesh crept to think of Frank-s chief hearing of them 
constantly at his house. 

" I don't think we should afford it, dear papa," 
she said. " We have agreed that I had better stay 
with you for the present, and let Frank make his 
way." 

Then a thought occurred to Sir Harrj^ " Is this 
the Poynsetts* doing } " 
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" No," Said Eleonora, stoutly, " It is mine. I 
know that — oh! papa, forgive me ! — the things and 
people you like would not be good for Frank, and 
I will not leave you nor bring him into them. Never ! '* 

Sir Harry swore — almost for the first time before 
her — that this was that old hag, Mrs. Poynsetts 
doing, and that she would make his child abandon 
him in his old age. He would not have his daughter 
dragged into a long engagement. Wait — he knew 
what waiting meant — wait for his death ; but they 
should have her now or not at all ; and he flung 
away from her and her intreaties to announce his 
determination to the suitor*s family. 

He did not find this very easy to accomplisTi. 
Frank's ears were quite impervious to all his storming, 
and if he was to reduce his words to paper, they 
came less easily. Miles, to whom he tried to speak 
as a man of the world, would only repeat that his 
mother would never consent to the marriage, unless 
the young couple were to live alone ; nay, he said, 
with a grain of justice, he thought that had been Sir 
Harry's own view in a former case. Would he like to 
see Mrs. Poynsett ? she is quite ready. 

Again Sir Harry quailed at the notion of encounter- 
ingMrs. Poynsett ; but Miles, who had agreat idea that 
his mother could deal with everybody, and was the 
better for doing so, would not let him off, and ushered 
him in,.then stood behind her chair, and thoroughly 
enjoyed the grand and yet courteous way in which she 
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reduced to nothing Sir Harry 's grand beneficence in 
eking out tlie young folk's income with his own. She 
knew very well that even when the estate was sold, at 
the highest estimate, Eleonora would have the barest 
maintenance,and that he could hardly expect what the 
creditors now allowed him, and she made him under- 
stand that she knew this, and that she had a right 
to make conditions, since Frank, like her other sons, 
could not enter into possession of his share of his 
father's fortune unless he married with her consent. 

And when he spoke of breaking off the engagement, 
she was callous, and said that he must do as he 
pleased, though after young people were grown up, 
she thought the matter ought to rest with themselves. 
She did not wish her son to marry tili his character 
was more confirmed. 

He went home very angry, and yet crest-f allen, 
sought out Eleonora, and informed her of his command, 
that her engagement should be broken off. 

" I do not know how that can be done, papa," said 
Eleonora. " We have never exactly made an engage- 
ment; we do not want to marry at once, and we 
could not help loving each other, if we tried." 

" Humph ! And if I laid my commands on you 
never to marry into that family ? " 

" I do not think you will do that, papa, after your 
promise to Camilla." 

She had conquered. No further objection was 
made to her being as much pleased with the Charnocks 
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as long as they remained at Rockpier, nor to her 
correspondence with Frank when he went away, not 
to solitary lodgings as before, but to the London 
house, which Miles and Anne only consented to keep 
on upon condition of their mother sharing it with 
them. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

TUE TIIIRD AUTUMN. 

" A good man ther was of religion, 
That was a poure Persona of a toune ; 
But rieh he was of holy thought and werk, 
Ple also was a leamed man, a clerk.'' 

CJiaucer, 

AUTUMN came round again, and brought with it a 
very different September from the last. 

Willansborough was in a State of commotion, That 
new Vicar had not only filled the place with curates, 
multiplied Services in the iron church, and carried on 
the building of St. Nicolas in a style of beauty that 
was quite affronting to those who were never asked to 
contribute to it, but he gave people no peace in their 
easy conventional sins, pricked them in their hearts 
with personal individual stings, and, worse than all, 
protested against the races, as conducted at Wilsbro'. 

And their Member was just as bad ! Captain 
Charnock Poynsett, instead of subscribing, as part of 
his duty to his constituents, had replied by sending 
his brother Raymond*s half-finished letter to the club. 
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with an equally streng and resolute one of his own, 
and had published both in all the local papers. 

Great was the fury and Indignation of Wilsbro', 
Backsworth, and all the squires around. Of course it 
was a delirious fancy of poor Raymond Poynsett, and 
Miles had been worked upon by his puritanical wife 
and ritualistic brother to publish it. Newspapers 
teemed with abuse of superstition and pharisaism, 
and praise of this wholesome, moral, and "truly 
English " sport. Gentlemen, and ladies too, took the 
remonstrance as a personal offence, and threatened 
to Visit no more at Compton ; the electors bade him 
look to his seat, and held meetings to invite " Mr. 
Simmonds Proudfoot," as he now called himself, to 
represent them ; and the last week, before the races, 
the roughs mobbed him in Water Lane. He rode 
quietly 'through them, with his sailor face set as if 
against a storm, but when he was out of the place, he 
stopped his horse at Herbert Bowater*s lodgings, that 
his black eye might be washed, and the streams of 
rotten egg removed from his coat before he presented 
himself at home. Not that he had much fear of 
startling his wife and mother. It was more from the 
Englishman*s hatred of showing himself a hero, for 
Anne was perfectly happy in the persecution he had 
brought on himself, for she never had been so sure 
before that he was not of the world, worldly. 

The races were exceptionally brilliant, and fuUy 
attended, but the triumph of the roughs had made 
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them more outrageously disgraceful in their conduct 
than ever ; and when Miles went to the quarter- 
sessions, rather doubting whether he should not find 
himself landed in Coventry, not only did the calendar 
of offences speak for itself, but sundry country gentle- 
men shook him by the hand, lamenting that railways 
and rowdyism had entirely altered races from what 
they used to be, that he was in the right, and what they 
had Seen so recently proved that the only thing to be 
done was to withdraw from what respectable people 
could no longer keep within bounds. Such withdrawal 
will not prevent them, but it will hinder the de- 
moralization from being so extensive as formerly, since 
no one of much character to lose will attend them. 

Mr. Bowater rejoiced in Miles's triumph. None of 
that family had been at these same races. They had 
all been much too anxious about Herbert not to view 
Ember Week in a very different light from that in 
which they had thought of it before. 

Lent had brought the junior curate back from 
Strawyers, not much more than a convalescent, but 
with his sister to look after him, and both Rector and 
senior anxious to spare him ; he had gone on well tili 
the family returned and resumed Jenny, when he was 
left to his own devices, namely, "all work and no 
play." He was as'fixed as ever in his resolution of 
making this a penance year, and believed himself so 
entirely recovered as to be able to do without re- 
laxations. Cricket, riding, dinners, and garden-parties 
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alike he had given up, and divided his time entirely 
between church and parish work and study. Hard 
reading had never been congenial, and took a great 
deal out of him, and in fact, all his theological study 
had hitherto been little more than task-work, into which 
he had never fully entered, whereas these subjects had 
now assumed such a force, depth, and importance, 
that he did in truth feel constrained to go to the 
very foundation, and work through everything again 
moved and affected by them in every fibre of his 
soul, which vibrated now at what it had merely 
acquiesced in before. It was a phase that had come 
suddenly on him, when his mind was in füll vigour of 
development, and his frame and nerves below par, 
and the effect could not but be severe. He was 
wrapped up in these great realities, and seemed to 
care for no talk, except discussing them with Julius 
or the senior curate, and often treated things of 
common life like the dream that they really are. 

Julius laid as little parish work on him as possible 
only, indeed, what seemed actually beneficial by taking 
him out ; but it may be feared, that in his present 
fervid State, he was not nearly so winning to his young 
clients as when he was less " terribly in earnest," 
although the old women were perhaps more devoted 
to him, from the tender conviction ** that the poor dear 
young gentleman would not be here long." 

For indeed it was true that he had never advanced 
in strength or looks since his return, but rather lost 
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ground, and thus every change of weather, or extra 
exertion told on him, tili in August he was caught in 
a thunder-storm, and the cold that ensued ran on into 
a feverish attack, which barely left him in time for the 
Ordination, and then with a depressed System, and 
nerves morbidly sensitive. 

So sensible (or more than sensible) was he of his 
deficiencies, that he would willingly have held back, 
and he was hardly well enough to do himself justice ; 
but there was no doubt that he would pass, and it 
was piain that three more months of the strain of pre- 
paration might leave permanent effects on his health. 

As it was the examining chaplain did not recognise 
the lean, pale, anxious man, for the round-faced, rosy^ 
overgrown boy of a year ago. His scholarship and 
critical knowledge were fairly above the mark, in spite 
of a racking headache ; and his written sermon, 
together with all that was elicited from him, revealed, 
all unconsciously to himself, what treasures he had 
brought back from the deep waters which had so 
nearly closed over him. 

So superior had he shown himself, that he was 
appointed to read the Gospel, a choice that almost 
shocked him, knowing that what had made him excel 
had been an experience that the younger men had 
happily missed. But the mark of approval was com- 
pensation to his parents and sisters for the disappoint- 
ment of the last year, and the only drawback was 
fear of the effect of the long ceremonial, so deeply feit. 
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He met them afterwards, very white-faced, with 
head aching, and weary almost beyond speech, but 
with a wonderfully calm, restful look on his face, such 
as reminded Jenny ofthose first hours of his recovery. 

They took him home and put him to bed, and there 
he lay, hardly speaking, and generally sleeping. There 
he still was on the Monday, when Julius came to 
inquire after him, and was taken up stairs at once by 
Jenny, with the greeting, "So the son and heir is 
come, Julius ? " 

" Yes, and I never saw my mother more exulting. 
When Rosamond ran down to teil her, she put her 
arms round her neck and cried. She who never had 
a tear through all last year. I met your father and 
mother half-way, and they told me I might come on." 

" I think nothing short of such news would have 
made mamma leave this boy," said Jenny ; " but she 
must have her jubilee with Mrs. Poynsett." 

" And I'm quite well," said Herbert, who had been 
grasping Julius*s hand, with a wonderful look in his 
eyes ; " yes, really — the doctor said so." 

" Yes, he did," said Jenny, " only he said we were 
to let him alone, and that he was not to get up tili he 
feit quite rested." 

" And I shall get up to dinner," said Herbert, so 
sleepily, that Julius doubted it. "I hope to come 
back before Sunday." 

" What does your doctor say to that ? " 

''He says," replied Jenny, "that this gentleman 
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must be rational ; that he has nothing the matter with 
him now, but that he is low, and ripe for anything. 
Don*t laugh, you naughty boy, he said you were ripe 
for anything, and that he must — yes, he must — ^be 
turned out to grass somehow or other for the winter, 
and do nothing at all." 

*' I begin to see what you are driving at, Mrs. Joan, 
you look so triumphant" 

** YesI' said Jenny, blushing a little, and looking 
quite young again ; " I believe poor mamma would 
be greatly reconciled to it, if Herbert were to see me 
out to Natal.** 

" Is that to be the way ? " 

**It would be very absurd to make Archie come 
home again for me," said Jenny. "And everything 
eise is most happily smoothed for me, you know; 
Edith has come quite to take my place at home; 
mamma leamt to depend on her much more than on 
me while I was with Herbert" 

"And it has made her much more of a woman,'* 
added Herbert 

" Then you know that füll Statement poor Mr. Moy 
put forth when he left the place, on his wife's death 
quite removed all lingering hesitation on papa's part," 
added Jenny. 

" It ought, I am sure ! " said Julius. 

" So, now, if Herbert will go out with me, it seems 
to me to be all right," said Jenny, colouring deeply, 
as she made this lame and impotent condusion. 
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" My father wishes it," said Herbert. " I believe 
he meant to see you to-day to ask leave of absence 
for me. That is what he wishes ; but I have made 
up my mind that I ought to resign the curacy — where 
I have never been any use to you — though, if I had 
been well, I meant to have worked a year with you, 
as a priest." 

** I don*t like to lose you, but I think you are right. 
Your beginning with me was a mistake. There is 
not enough work for three of us ; but you know 
Easterby would be delighted to have you at St. 
Nicolas. He says his most promising people talk 
of what you said to them when they were ill, 
and he asked me if you cöuld possibly come to 
him ? " 

" I think it would be better to begin in a new place, 
further from home," said Herbert, quietly. 

And both knew what he meant, and how hard it 
would be to be the clergyman he had learnt to wish 
to be, if his mother were at hand to be distressed by 
all he did or did not do. 

" But, any way," added Herbert, " I hope to have 
some time longer at Compton before I go. Next 
Sunday, if I only canr 

His mind was evidently füll of the Feast of the 
Sunday, and Julius answered, "Whichever Sunday 
you are strong enough, of course, dear fei low. You 
had better come with him, Jenny, and sleep at the 
Rectory." 
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" Oh ! thank you. I should like nothing so much ; 
and I think they will spare me that one day." 

" You will come in for a grand gathering, that is 
if poor Cecil accepts. Miles thinks she ought to be 
Godmother." 

" Oh ! " 

** And no one has said a word of any cloud. It is 
better he should know nothing." 

"And oh! Julius, is it true that her father has 
bought Sirenwood for her ? " 

"Quite true. You know it was proposed at first, 
but the trustees doubted of the title ; but when all 
that was cleared up, it turned out to be a better 
investment than Swanslea, and so they settled it, 
without much reference to her." 

" She will let it of course ? " 

" I suppose so." 

" You don't think she will come to the christening ?" 

" I cannot teil ; Rose has had one or two very sad 

letters from her. She wanted us very much to come 

. to Dunstone, and was much disappointed that we 

were prevented. I fancy her heart has turned to us, 

and that it is very sore, poor thing." 

Julius was right. Cecil did return an ans wer, whose 
warmth quite amazed all but Miles and Anne, who 
thought nothing too much for their son ; and she 
gladly came to attend the christening of the young 
Raymond. Gladly — yes, she was glad to leave 
Dunstone. She had gone home weary and sick of 
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her lodging and convalescence, and hoping to find 
relief in the home that had once been all-sufficient 
for her, but Dunstone was not changed, and she was. 
She had not been able to help out-growing its narrow 
opinions and formal precisions ; and when she came 
home, crushed with her scarcely realized grief, nothing 
there had power to comfort her. 

There was soothing at first in her step-mother's 
kindness, and she really loved her father ; but their 
petting admiration soon grew oppressive, after the 
more bracing air of Compton ; and their idolatry of 
her h'ttle brother fretted and tried her all the more, 
because they thought he must be a comfort to her, 
and any slight from her might be misconstrued. Mr. 
Venn*s obsequiousness, instead of rightful homage, 
seemed deprivation of support, and she saw no one, 
spoke to no one, without the sense of Raymond's 
vast superiority and her own insensibility to it, loving 
him a thousand times more than she had loved him 
in life, and mourning him with an anguish beyond 
what the most perfect union would have left. She 
had nothing to do. Self-improvement was a mere 
oppression, and she longed after nothing so much as 
the sight of Rosamond, Anne, Julius, or even Frank, 
and her amiable wishes prevailed to have .them 
invited to Dunstone ; but at the times specified there 
were hindrances. Anne had engagements at home, 
and Rosamond appeared to the rest of the family to 
be a perpetual refuge for stray De Lanceys, while 
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Frank had to make up for his long enforced absence 
by a long unbroken spell of work. 

Cecil, therefore, had seen none of the family tili 
she arrived at Compton. She was perfectly well, she 
Said, and had become a great walker, and so, indeed, 
she showed herseif, for she went out directly after 
breakfast every morning, and never appeared again 
tili luncheon time ; and would take long rides in the 
afternoon. " It was her only chance of sleep," she 
Said, when remonstrated with. She did not look ill, 
but there was a restless, worn air that was very 
distressing on her young features, and was the more 
piteous to her relations, that she was just as con- 
strained as ever in her intercourse with them. She 
was eagerly attentive to Mrs. Poynsett, and evidently 
so anxious to wait on her that Anne left to her many 
little Services, but if they were alone together, they 
were tongue-tied, and never went deeper than surface 
subjects. Mrs. Poynsett never discussed her, never 
criticised her, never attempted to fathom her, being 
probably convinced that there was nothing but hard 
coldness to be met with by probing. Yet there was 
something striking in Cecil's having made people 
call her Mrs. Raymond Poynsett, surrendering the 
Charnock, which she had once brandished in all their 
faces, and going by the name by which her husband 
had been best known. 

To Anne she was passively friendly, and neither 
gave nor sought confidences, and Anne was so much 
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occupied with her baby, and all the little household 
Services that had grown on her, as well as with her 
busy husband, that there was little leisure for them ; 
and though the meeting with Rosamond was at first 
the most cffusive and affectionate of all, afterwards 
she seemed to avoid tite-ä-tites with her, and was 
shyer with her than with Anne. 

It was Miles that she got on with best. He had 
never so fully realized the unhappiness of his brother's 
married life as those who had watched it ; and he 
simply viewed her as Raymond's loved and loving 
widow and sincere mourner, and treated her with all 
brotherly tenderness and reverence for her grief; 
while she responded with a cordiality and gratitude 
which made her, when talking to him, a pleasanter 
person than she had ever been seen at Compton before. 

But it was not to Miles, but to Rosamond, that she 
brought an earnest question, Walking in one autumn 
morning to the Rectory, amid the falling leaves of 
the Virginian-creeper, and amazing Rosamond, who 
was writing against time for the Indian mail, by 
asking — 

** Rosamond, will you find out if Mrs. Poynsett 
would mind my Coming to live at Sirenwood } " 

•'You, Cecil!" 

**Yes, I'm old enough. There's no place for me 
at home, and though I must be miserable anywhere, 
it will be better where I have something to do, of 
some real use to somebody. IVe been Walking all 
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round every day, and seeing what a State it is in — in 
the hands of creditors all these years." 

" But you would be quite alone ! " 

** I am quite alone as it is." 

** And would your father consent ? " 

** I think he would. I am a burthen to them now. 
They cannot feel my grief, nor comfort it, and they 
don*t like the sight of it, though I am sure I trouble 
them with it as little as possible." 

"Dear Cecil!" and the ready tears welled up in 
Rosamond's grey eyes. 

" I don't want to talk of it," said CeciL " If I feit 
worthy to grieve it would be less dreadful ; but it all 
seems like hypocrisy. Rosamond, if you were to 
lose Julius to-morrow, you would not be as unhappy 
as I am." 

" Don't, don*t ! " cried Rosamond, making a gesture 
of horror. " But does not Coming here make it 
worse i " 

" No, real stabs are better than duU aching ; and 
then you — you, Rosamond, did know how it really 
was, and that I would — I would " 

Cecil wept now as Rosamond had longed to see 
her weep when she had left Compton, and Rosamond 
spoke from her tender heart of comfort; but the 
outburst did not last long, and Cecil said, recovering 
herseif — 

"After all, my most peaceful times of late have 
been in Walking about in those woods at Siremvood ; 
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I should like to live there. You know he always 
wished it to be the purchase, because it joins Compton, 
and I should like to get it all into perfect order and 
beauty, and leave it all to little Raymond." 

" I should have thought the place would have been 
füll of ghosts." 

'* I tried. I made the woman let me in, and I sat 
where poor Camilla used to talk to me, and I thought 
I was the better for facing it out. The question is 
whether Mrs, Poynsett will dislike it. She has a 
right to be consulted." 

Perhaps Cecil could not be gracious. Certainly, 
Raymond would have been thankful for even this 
admission. 

" You wish me to find out ? " 

** If you would be so good. I would give it up at 
once if she has any feeling against it, and go some- 
where eise — and of course she has ! She never can 
forget what I did ! " 

Rosamond caressed Cecil with that sweetness which 
saw everything in the most consoling manner; but 
when the poor young widow was out of sight, there 
was a revulsion of feeling. 

"No, Mrs. Poynsett must always feel that that 
wretched marriage broke her son*s heart, and mur- 
dered him ! — murdered him ! " said Rosamond to 
herseif, clenching that soft fist of hers. "It ought 
not to be broached to her ! " 

But Julius — when she stated it to him rather less 
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broadly, but still saying that she did not know 
whether she could bear the sight of Cecil, except 
when she was before her eyes, and how could his 
mother endure her at all — did not see it in the same 
light He thought Sirenwood gave duties to Cecil, 
and that she ought not to be hindered from fulfilling 
them. And he said his mother was a large-minded 
woman, and not likely to have that personal bitter- 
ness towards Cecil that both the ladies seemed to 
expect, as her rival in her son*s affections, and the 
means of his unhappiness and death. 

He was right; Mrs. Poynsett was touched by 
Unding that Cecil clung to them rather than to her 
sublime family, and especially by the design as to 
Httle Raymond, though she said that must never be 
mentioned ; nothing must bind so young a creature 
as Cecil, who really did not know what love was at all. 

"She is afraid the sight of her is distressing to 
you," said Rosamond. 

" Poor child, why should she ? " said Mrs. Poynsett. 
" She was the victim of an unsuccessful experiment 
of my dear boy's, and the unsuspecting instrument of 
poor Camilla's vengeance. That is all I see in her." 

" Mrs. Poynsett, how can you ? " cried Rosamond, 
impetuously. " With all I know of her sorrow, I rage 
at her whenever I am out of sight of her." 

" I can't do that," said Mrs. Poynsett, half smiling, 
" any more than I could at a doli. The poor thing 
was in a false position, and nobody was more sorry for 
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her than Raymond himself ; but you see he had fancied 
that marriage must bring the one thing it would not 
in that short time." 

" It would, if she had not been a little foolish 
donkey." 

" Or if Camilla Tyrrell had let her alone ! It is of 
no use to rake up these things, my dear Rosamond. 
Let her come to Sirenwood, and do such good as she 
can there, if it can comfort her. It was for my sake 
that the unconscious girl was brought here to have 
her life spoilt, and I would not stand in the way of 
what seems to be any relief." 

•* But is it no pain ? " persisted Rosamond. 

** No, my dear. I almost wish it was. I shall never 
get on with her; but I am glad she should come and 
be near you all ; and Miles likes her." 

Mr. Charnock demurred at first, and wanted to 
saddle Cecil with her old governess as a companion, 
but when he found that Mrs. Poynsett and Miles made 
no objection, and remembered that she would be 
under their wing, and would be an inestimable adviser 
and example to Anne, he consented ; and Cecil's 
arrangements were made with startling rapidity, so 
that she was in possession before Christmas, which she 
insisted on spending there. Dunstone had stereotyped 
hospitalities, which she could not bear, and would not 
prevent, and now that her first year of widowhood 
was over, the sorrow was not respected, while it seemed 
to her more oppressive than ever. 



336 THE THREE BRIDES. 

So there she was in vdiement activity; restless 
rather dian rdigious in her beneficence sdll, thoogh 
tbe lesson she had had showed itself in her constantly 
seeking the advice of Miles» ¥^io thougfat her the 
most scnsiUe. woman in tbe world, except his Nan. 
Whether this ccMistant occupatioo, fumlshiT^ repair- 
ing, planning, beantifying her model cx>ttageSy her 
^scJiool chapel, and all the rest, were lessening the 
heartach^ no one knew, but the sharp Uack eyes 
looked as dry and hard, the lines round the mooth as 
weary as ever ; and RosamcMid sometimes thougfat if 
Sirenwood were not fiill of ghosts to her, she was much 
like a ghost herseif who came 



«s 



To fiad DO icfiige tbere." 

There was another ¥^io could not he^ seeing her 
somewhat in Aat l^ht, and diis was Eleonora Vivian, 
¥dio had come to Compton to be widi Frank, wfaen 
he was at last able to enjoy a well-eamed holiday, and 
widi ears restcxed to their natural powers, though he 
ahrajTS dedared that his e^^t months of deafness had 
done him more good than anythii^ that had ever 
be£ülen him in his life. It had thrown him in on his 
real self^ and broken all the unfcxtunate assodations 
of his first year in LoodcxL His first few months^ 
while he was still in need of care, had been spent with 
Miles and Anne» and that tender ministry to him 
ndiich his aster-in-Iaw had begun in his iUness had 
been with him when he was tired, di^mted, or beset 
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by the trials of a tardy convalescence. As his Inter- 
preter, too, and caterer for the pleasures his infirmity 
allowed, Anne had been educating herseif to a degree 
that " seif " improvement never would have induced. 

And when left alone in London, he was able to take 
care of himself in all ways, and had followed the real 
leadings of his disposition, which his misdirected 
courtship had interrupted for the time, returning to 
the intellectual pursuits which were likely to be bene- 
ficial, not only as pleasures, but in an economical 
point of view ; and he was half shy, half proud of 
the profits, such as they were, of a few poems and 
essays which he certainly had not had it in him to 
write before the ordeal he had undergone. 

Eleonora's eider sister, Mrs. Fanshaw, had come 
home from India with her husband, newly made a 
Major-General. Frank had gone to Rockpier early 
in January, to be introduced to them, and after spend- 
ing a day or two there, to escort Lena to Compton. 
Mrs. Poynsett needed but one glance to assure her 
that the two were happier than their wooing had ever 
made them before, save in that one brief moment at 
Cecil's party. Eleonora looked more beautiful, and 
the look of wistful pain had left her brow, but it had 
made permanent lines there, as well had seemed likely, 
and though her laugh would never have the abandon 
of Rosamond's, still it was not so very rare, and though 
she was still like a beautiful night, it was a bright 
moonlight one. 

VOL. II. 
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A few private Interviews made the cause of thc 
change apparent. The sister, Mary Fanshaw, had 
something of Camilla's dexterity, but having been 
early married to a good man, she had found its use 
instead of its abuse ; and though Lena*s trust had 
come very slowly, she had given it at last, 'and saw 
that her eiders could deal with her father as she could 
never do. Sir Harry respected the General enough 
to let himself be restrained by him, and the husband 
and wife were ready to take the charge — removing, 
however, from Rockpier, for the religious atmosphere 
of which they were unprepared, and which General 
Fanshaw thought very dulL Affairs were in course 
of being wound up on the sale of Sirenwood, and the 
General had talked to Frank, as one of the family, in 
a way that had proved to him his own manhood more 
than anything that had happened to him. Out of 
the wreck, nothing remained to the old man, and the 
portion which had been secured by the mother's 
marriage Settlements to younger children, though 
hitherto out of reach, was feit by the daughters to be 
due to the creditors, so that only two thousand pounds 
apiece had been secured to each of tliem ; and this 
the General consulted Frank about appropriating for 
Sir Harry's use during his lifetime, himself retaining 
the management, so as to secure the attendance of the 
favourite valet, the keeping of a horse, and a fair 
amount of menus plaisirs. 

It was also made piain to Frank that Lena's filial 
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duties and scruples need no longer stand in the way 
of the marriage. Mrs. Fanshaw had two girls almost 
come out, and perhaps she did not wish them to be 
overshadowed by the aunt, who, however retiring, could 
not help being much more beautiful. So all that 
remained was that Mrs. Poynsett should be willing to 
Supplement Frank's official income with his future 
portion. She was all the more rejoiced, as this visit 
showed her for the first time what Lena really was 
when brought into the sunshine without dread of what 
she might hear or see, or of härm being done by her 
belongings ; and her gratitude for the welcome with 
which she was received was most touching. 

The rest of her family were in course of removing 
to their new home, where Mrs. Fanshaw would be 
mistress of the house, and so Eleonora's stay at 
Compton was prolonged tili the general migration to 
London, which was put oflf tili Easter. Just before 
this, Herbert Bowater came back from Natal, and 
walked from Strawyers with all his happy dogs, as 
strong and hearty and as merry as ever ; his boyish 
outlines gone, but wholesome sunburn having taken 
the place of his rosiness, and his bonny smile with its 
old joyousness. He had married Jenny and Archie 
himself, and stayed a month on their ostrich farm, 
which he declared was a lesson on woman's rights, 
since Mrs. Ostrich was heedless and indifferent as to 
her eggs, but was regularly hunted back to the duties 
by her husband, who always had two wives, and 

z 2 
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regularly forced them to take turns in sitting; a 
System which Herbert observed would be needful if 
the rights of women were to work. He had brought 
offerings of eggs and feathers to Lady Rosamond, and 
pockets füll of curiosities for all bis village friends ; 
also he had been at the Cape, had seen Glen 
Fräser, rejoiced the inhabitants with his accounts 
of Anne, and brought home a delightful budget 
for her. 

But the special cause of his radiance was a letter 
he brought from his father to Mr. Bindon. The family 
living, which had decided his own profession, had 
fallen vacant, and his father, wishing perhaps not to 
be thought cruel and unnatural by his wife, had made 
no appointment until Herbert's return, well knowing 
that he would decide against himself ; and feeling that, 
as things stood, it would be an awkward exercise of 
patronage to put him in at once. Herbert had 
declared that nothing would have induced him to 
accept what he persuaded his father to let him offer 
to James Bindon, whom he had found to have an old 
mother in great need of the comfortable home, which, 
without interest, or any talent save for hard work, he 
could scarcely hope to secure to her. 

" And you, Herbert," said Julius ; " can I ask you 
to come back to me, now that we shall have a fair 
amount to do between us ? " 

Herbert smiled and shook his head, as he took out 
an advertisement for a curate in one of the blackest 
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parishes of the Black Country. " IVe written to 
answer that," he said. 

Julius did not try to hinder him. What had been 
exaggerated had passed away, and he was now a 
brave man going forth in his strength and youth to 
the Service he had learnt to understand ; able still 
keenly to enjoy, but only using pleasure as an 
incidental episode for the delight of others, and as 
subordinate to the true work of his life. 

He asked for his fellow-worker, Mrs. Duncombe. 
There were tidings, but disappointing ones. She had 
written a long letter to Julius, füll of her reasons for 
being received into the Roman Communion, where 
she rapturously declared she had for the first time 
found peace. Anne and Rosamond took the change 
most bitterly to heart, but Julius, though believing he 
could have saved her from the schism, by showing her 
the true beauty and efficiency of her own Church, 
could not wonder at this eflfect of foreign influences 
on one so recently and imperfectly taught, and whose 
ardent nature required strong forms of whatever she 
took up. And the letters she continued to write to 
Julius were rapturous in the cause of the Pope and as 
to all that she had once most contemned. She had 
taken her children with her, but her husband remained 
tolerant, indifferent, and so probably he would do 
while his health lasted. 

Early in the summer Frank and Eleonora were 
married, and a pretty little house in the outskirts of 
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London found for them, suiting with the grace of the 
one and the poetry of the other. It was a small, quiet 
household, but could pleasantly receive those literary 
friends of Frank*s whom he deh'ghted to present to his 
beautiful and appreciative wife, whose sweetness and 
brightness grew every day under the influence of 
affection and confidence. The other augury of poor 
Lady Tyrrell, that their holidays would be spent at 
Compton Hall, was fulfilled,but very pleasantly for both 
parties, for it was as much home to Lena as to Frank. 

Miles's geniality made all at ease that came near 
him, and Anne, though never a conversational person, 
was a quietly kind hostess, much beloved by all who 
had experienced her gentleness, and she had Frank 
and Lena to give distinction in their different ways to 
her London parties, as at Compton, Rosamond never 
failed to give everything a charm where she assisted 
in planning or receiving. 

Rosamond would never cease to love society. Even 
had she been a grandmother she would have fired at 
the notion of a party, enjoy, and render it enjoyable ; 
and the mere announcement of a new face would be 
as stimulating to her as it was the reverse to Anne. 
But she had grown into such union with her husband, 
and had so forgotten the Rathforlane defence, as to 
learn that it was pleasanter to do as he liked than to 
try to make him like what she did, and a look of 
disapproval from him would open her eyes to the flaws 
in any scheme, however enchanting at first 
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She was too necessary an element in all hospitalities 
of Cecil or of Anne not to get quite as much diversion 
as so thorough a wife and mother could find time for, 
since Julia did not remain by any means an only child, 
and besides her permanent charge of Terence, relays 
of De Lanceys were constantly casting up at the 
Rectory for mothering in some form or other. 

Cecil depended on her more than on any one eise 
for sympathy, not expressly in feeling, but in all her 
pursuits. In three years' time Sirenwood was in 
perfect order, the once desolate garden blazed with 
ribbons, triangles and pattipans of verbena, scarlet 
geranium and calceolaria, with intervals of echiverias, 
pronounced by Tom to be like cabbages trying to 
turn into copper kettles ; her foliage plants got all the 
prizes at horticultural shows, her poultry were incom- 
parable at their exhibitions, her cottages were modeis, 
her school machinery perfect, and if a pattern in 
farming apparatus were wanted, people went to Mrs. 
Raymond Poynsett*s Steward. She had people of 
note to stay with her every winter, went to London 
for the season, and was made much of, and all the 
time she looked as little, and pinched, and weary, arid 
heart-hungered as ever, and never seemed to thaw or 
warm, clinging to no one but to Miles for counsel, and 
to Rosamond for the fellow-feeling it was not always 
easy to give — ^when it was apparently only about an 
orchid or a churn — and yet Rosamond tried, for she 
knew it was starvation for sympathy. 
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The Chamock world munnured a little when, after a 
succession of De Lancey visitors for four months, the 
Rectory was invaded by Rosamond's eldest brother, 
Lord Ballybrehon, always the most hairbrained of 
the family, and now invalided home in consequence 
of a concussion of the brain while pig-sticking in 
India. He was but a year older than Rosamond, and 
her favourite of all, whose scrapes she had shared, 
befriended, defended, and scolded in tum, very band- 
some, very lazily daring, droll.and mischievous, a sort 
of concentration of all the other De Lanceys. His 
.sister loved him passionately, he fascinated the 
Rector, and little Julia was the adorer of Uncle 
Bally. 

But Rosamond was rather aghast to find Bally 
making such love as only an Irishman could do to the 
prim little widow at Sirenwood, dismayed and a little 
bit ashamed of her unspoken conviction that Bally, 
after all his wild freaks and frolics, had come to have 
an eye to the needs of the Rathforlane property ; and 
what were her feelings when, instead of finding the 
wild Irishman contemned, she perceived that he was 
believed in and met fully half way ? The stifTness 
melted, the eyes softened and sparkled, the Ups parted 
in soft agitated smiles, the cheeks leamt to blush, and 
Cedl was absolutely and thoroughly in love ! 

Yes, she had found her heart and was won — won in 
spite of the Dunstone dislike to the b^garly title — 
in spite of Miles's well-considered cautions — in spite 
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of all her original seif. And if Ballybrehon began 
from mere desire to try for the well-endowed widow, 
he had the warm loving nature that was sure to 
kindle and reciprocate the affection he evoked, enough 
to make him a kind husband. 

And yet, could any one have wished Cecil Poynsett 
a more trying life than one of her disposition must 
needs have with impetuous, unpunctual, uncertain, 
scatter-brained, open-handed Ballybrehon, always in 
a scramble, always inviting guests upon guests without 
Classification, and never remembering whom he had 
invited ! 

Rosamond herseif declared she should be either in 
a rage or worn to fritters by a month of it. How 
Cecil liked it never appeared. Some thought that 
they squabbled and worried each other in private, 
but it is certain, that, as Terry said, Bally had 
tumed the block into living flesh and blood, and 
Lady Ballybrehon was wondrously livelier, brighter, 
and sweeter ever since she had been entirely con- 
quered by the tyrant love, and had ceased to be 
the slave of her own way. 



THE END. 
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Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

LADY HESTER; OR, Ursula's Narrative. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE ; or, Under Wode, 
Under Rode. Two Vols. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. I2s. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGK 

A Tale of the Last Crusade. Illustrated. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS. 

i8mo. 4r. 6d. Cheap Edition, is. Illustrated Edition, 6s. 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 



WORKS BT CHARLOTTE M. T0N6E. 

{Continued,) 
FS AND Q'S; or, The Question of Putting Upon. 

With Illustrations by C. O. Mürray. Globe 8vo. cloth, gilt 
4f. 6d. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. 

With Coloured Illustrations. Second Edition. Extra fcap. cloth. 
4.r. 6d. 

THE LITTLE DUKE. 

New Edition. i8mo. cloth. 2s. 6ä. 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES ; 

Gathered from the Old Histories and written Anew. i8mo. cloth 
extra. 4s, 6ä, 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. 

Vol. I. From Rollo to Edward II. Extra fcap. 8vo. $s. Second 
Edition. Vol. II. The Wars in France. $s, 

A PARALLEL HISTORY OF FRANCE AND ENG- 

LAND. Consisting of Outlines and Dates. Oblong 4to. 3x. 6d. 

SCRIPTURE READINGS FOR SCHOOLS AND 

FAMILIES. Globe 8vo. is. 6d. Also with Comments. y. 6ä, 

SCRIPTURE READINGS. 

Second Series. Joshua to Solomon. Globe 8vo. is, 6d. With 
Comments. 3^. 6d. 

SCRIPTURE READINGS. 

Third Series. Kings and Prophets. Extra fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 
With Comments. y. 6ä. 

HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. 

Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 21s. 

THE LIFE OF JOHN COLERIDGE PATTESON, 

. Missionary Bishop. Fifth Edition. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 12s. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES : A Faded Photograph. 

Fourth Edition. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 12s. 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 



Bedforü Street, Covent Garden, London. 

October 187$. 

Macmillan (Sr* Co.*s Catalogüe of Works 
in Belles Lettres^ including Poetry^ 
Fiction^ etc. 

Allingham. — LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD in IRELAND; 

or, the New Landlord. By William Allingham. New and 

Cheaper Issue, with a Preface. Fcap. 8vo. doth. 4J. 6</. ^ 

** It is vital with the national character. .... It hos somähing of 

Popis point and GoldstnitlCs simplicity, touched to a more modern 

issue, "—ATHENiEÜM, 

An Ancient City, and other Poems. — By A Nativk 

OF SURREY. Extra fcap. Svo. 6s. 

Archer.— CHRISTINA NORTH. By E. M. Archer. New 

and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

" 77ie work of a clever , cultvvated person^ Ttnelding a praciised pen. 
The ckaracters are drawn with force and precision^ the dietlogue 
is easy : the whole book displays power s of Pathos and humour^ 
and a shrewd knowledge of men and things, — Spectator. 

Arnold. — THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. 

VoL l. Narrative and Elegiac Poems. VoL IL Dramatic 

AND LvRic Poems. By Matthew Arnold. Extra fcap. Svo. 

Price 6s. each. 

77t.e two volumes comprehend the First and Second Series of the 
PoemSy and the New Poems. **Thyrsis is a poem of perfect 
ddighty exquisitein grave tenderness ofreminiscencey rieh in breadth 
ofwestern light, breathingfull the spirit of gray and ancient Ox' 

/ord."—SATURT>AY REVIEW. 

Atkinson. — an ART TOUR TO THE NORTHERN 
CAPITALS OF EUROPE. By J. Beavington Atkinson. 

Svo. I2J, 

" JVe can highly recommend it ; not onlyfor the valuable informa* 
tion itgives on the special subjects to which it is dedicated, but also 
for the interesting episodes of travel which are interwoven Tvith, and 
lighten, the weightier matters of judicious and varied criticism on 
ort and artists in northern capitalsy — Art Journal. 

Baker.— CAST UP by the sea; or, the ADVEN- 

TURES OF NED GREY. By SiR Samuel Baker, M.A., 

F.R.G.S. WithlllustrationsbyHuARD. Fifth Edition, Crown 

Svo. cloth gilt. 7J. 6d. 

"An adm-'rable tale of adventure^ of marvellous incidents^ wÜd 
exploits, and terrible dinouem^ntsr — Daily News. "A story of 
culveniuf^ 'jy sea and land in the good old style,^* — Pall Mall 
Gazettf. 

Baring-Gcuid.— Works by S. Baring-Gould, M.A. :— 
IN EXITU ISRAEL. An Historical NoveL TwoVols. Svo. 2U. 
"FtUlof ih. most exciting incidents and ably portrayti chifraeUn^ 

ZQbOOO, xo, Z87» A 
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Boxitig'QOMlA—continued. 

ßbounding in beautiftdly aMractive legmds, and rflievfd by descrip» 
tionsfreshy vivid, and tnUh-likeP — WESTMINSTER REVIEW, 
LEGENDS OF OLD TESTAMENT CHARACTERS, from the 
Talmud and other sources. Two vols. Crown 8vo. idr. 
Vol. I. Adam to Abraham. Vol. II. Melchizedek to Zachariah. 
" These volumes contain much that is very stränge^ and, to the 
^ ordinary Enqlisk reader, very novelJ* — Daily News. 

Barker. — Works by Lady Barker :— 

**Lady Barker is an unrvualled story-teller,** — Guardian. 
STATION LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3J. 6d. 
" We have never read a tnore truthfid or a pleasanter little book,^*^^ 

ATHENyfBUM 

SPRING COMEDIES. Stories. 

Contents : — A Wedding Story — A Stupid Stoiy— A Scotch Story 

— A Man's Story. Crown 8vo. *]s, 6^, 

^^ Lady Barker is endowed with a rare and delicate gifl /or nar» 
rßiing stories, — she hos the faculty qf throwing even into her 
printed narraiive a soft and pleasant tone, which goes far to makd 
the reader think the siibject or the maiter immaterial, so long as the 
author wjllgo on telling stories for his benefit" — ATHENiEUl^. 
STORIES ABOUT:— With Six lUustrations. Third Edition. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 4J-. 6d. 

This volume contains several entertaining stories about Monkeys, 

Jamaica^ Camp Life, Dogs, Boys^ ä^c, ^^There is not a talein 

the bopk which canfail to please chÜdren as well as their eider s,^* 

~~Pall« AXall Gazette 

A CHRISTMAS CAKE IN FOUR QUARTERS. With Illustia. 

tiöns by Jellicoe. Second Edition. Ex. fcap. Svo.clothgilt. 4r.6^. 

^^ Contains ßist the stories that children should be told. ^Chtptmas 
Cake' is a delightful Christmas book" — Globe. 
RIBBON STORIES. With lUustiations by C. O. Murray. 

Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4^*. 6d, 

* * JVe cannot too highly commend, It is exceedingly happy and original 

in the plan, and the graceful fancies ofitspages, merry and pathetic 

tums, will be Jound the best reading by girls of all ages, and by 

boys too" — ^TiMES. 

SYBIL'S BOOK. Illustrated by S. E. Waller. Second Edition. 

GJobe 8yo. gilt. 4f. 6d, 

*' Another of Lady Barker' s delightful stories, and one qf the most 
thorouqhly original books for girls that hos been writtenfor many 
years. Grawn-up readers will like it quite as much as young people^ 
and will even better understand the rarity of such simple, natural, 
and unaffected writing." — ^TlMES. 

BcU,— ROMANCES AND MINOR POEMS. By Henry 
Glassford Bell. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 
^^ Füll of life and geniusJ^^^Cov^T CiRCULAR. 

Besant.— STUDIES in EARLY FRENCH POETRY. By 
Walter Besant, M.A. Crown 8vo. 8j. 6d, 
The presint werk aims to afford information and directum iouckini 
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the early efforts of France in poeticcU literature, " In one mode* 
rately siud volume he hos cotUrived to introduce us to tht very 
best, if not to all of the early French poäs" — ^ATHSNi^UM. 

B^tSy Lee ; A FO'C'S'LE YARN. Extra fcap. 8vo. y. ed. 
" There is great vigour and muchpathos in this poem,*^ — MORNING 

Post. 
" We can at least say that it is the werk of a true /ö^,"— Athe- 

NiEUM. 

Blvk (W.)— Works by W. Black, Author of " A Datighter of 
Heth." 
THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON. 

Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. Also, Illustrated by S. E. 

Wallek, 8vo. cloth gilt. loj. 6d, 

'* The hock is a really chamiing descripiion of a thausand English 
landscapes and of the emergencies and thefun and the delight of a 
picnic journey through them by aparty determined to enjoy thevi' 
selvesy and as well matched as the pair of horses whick drew the 
phaäoH they satin,^^ — Times. 

APRINCESS OF THULE. Eigbth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6x. 
Tbe Saturday Review says : — ** -^ novel which is both romantic 
and natural^ which has much fecling, without any touch of 
mawkishnessj which goes deep into character without any Suggestion 
of painful analysis — this\is a rare gem. to /indamongst thedibris of 
current literature, and this, or nearly this, Mr, Black has gi'Oen 
US in the * Princess of Thule, ' " " ^ beautiful and nearly perfect 
Story,** — Spectator. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA, and other Stories. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
* * A collection of pretty stories told in the easiest and plecuantest manner 
imaginabltk,** — Times. **// was witk sontethin^ akin to joy 
that we drew our chair closer to the ftre as the weary work of the 
novel critic gave place to the smile of saiisfaction and pleasure, 
when, in the very first page of our book, we discovered that we had 
come agairi to those Western Isles in the quiet summer sea in the 
far North, and to those simple people amidst whose loving aller 
giance the PHtkcss of Thule — Shäla — held her modest Court . , . 
We shall not be satisfied tili * The Maid of Killcena * rests on our 
shelves.**^SPECTATOR, 

Porland Hall. — By the Author of " Olrig Orange." Cr. 8vo. 7^. 

Bramston.— RALPH and BRUNO. A Novel. By M. 
Bramston. 2 vols. crown 8vo» 2is, 

BrOOke.— THE FOOL of QUALITY; or, THE HISTORY 
OF HENRY, EARL OF MORJELAND. By Henry Brooke. 
Newly revised, with a Biographical Preface by the Rev, Charles 
KiWGSLEY, M.A., Rector of Eversley. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Broome. — the stranger of SERIPHOS. A Dramatic 
F'o^q. By Friperick Napier Broomr Fcap. 8vo» Sjt. 

A 2 
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Buist.— BIRDS, THEIR CAGES AND THEIR KEEP : Being 
a Practieal Manual of Bird-Keeping and Bird-Rearing. By K. A. 
BüiST. With Coloured Frontispiece aud other Hlustrations. 
Crown 8vo. 5/. 

Burnand. — my time, and what rvE done wjth it. 

By Y. C. Burnand. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Cabinet Pictures. — oblong foUo, price 2ix. 

Contents ;— " Chüde HarohTs Pilgrimage" and " The Fighting 
Timiraire^* by J. M, W, Turner; ** Crossing the Bridge^" fy 
Sir W. A. CallcoU; ** The Cornfield^'' by John ConstabU ; ana 
" A Landscape" by Birkd Foster. The DailY Nßws says 
of theniy ** They are very beauHfully execuied, and mighi be 
framed and hung up on the wojl^ as credüable Substitutes for the 
Originals,^"* 

CABINET PICTURES. A Second Series, 

Containing:—*' TheBaths of Caligula" and *' The Golden Bough^** 
by y. W. Af. Turner; " The LUtle Brigand," by T. Uwins , 
** The Lake of Lucerne," by Percival Skelton ; '' Evening Rest^** 
by E, M, Wimperis. Oblong folio. 2IJ, 

Cameron. — LIGHT, SHAPE, and TOIL. Poems by W. C. 
CameroH, with Introduction by the Rev. W. C. Smith, D.D. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6^. 

Carroll. — Works by " Lewis Carroll : "— 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. WitH Forty- 
two Illustrations by Tenniel. 46th Thousand. Crown 8vo. 
cloth. df. 

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Ten- 
NIEL's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. gilt. df. 

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF TUE SAME. With Ten. 

niel's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6j. 
AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T. 

P. Rossette. With Tenniel's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6x. 

** Beyond questton supreme among modern books for ^ildren,*^ — 
Spectator. ** One of the choicest and most charming books 
ever composed for a chiWs reading" — Pall Mall Gazette. 
*^ A uiery pretty and highly original book^ sure to delight the 
little World of wofidering minds, and which may weil please 
those who have unfortunatdy passed the years of wondering,** — 
Times. 
, THROUGH the LOOKING-GLASS, and what ALICE 

FOUNDTHERE. With Fifty Illustrations by Tenniel. Crown 

8vo. gilt 6s, 35th Thousand. 

** Quite as rieh in humorous whims of fantasy^ quiie as iaugfiahU 
in its quetr incidents^ as loveable for its pleasant sf$rit and grace^ 
ful manner y as the wondrous taleof Alices former adventures" — 
Illustrated London News. ** If ihis had been given to the 
World first it would have enjoyed a success af'least equai to * AUm 
in WanderlandJ "—Standard. 
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Chnstmas Carol (A). r*,Printed in Coloun from Original 
Designs by Mr. and Mrs. Trsvor Crispin, with Illmninatcd 
B«raers from MS 9. ci the I4th and I5th Centuries. Imp. 4to. doth 
d^rant. Cheaper Edition, 2is. 

**A most exqmsUdy got up volurm. Legend, carol j and iexi an 
preciously enshrined in its emblazoned pagesj and the illuminated 
borders arefar and away the best example of their art we have seen 
this Christmas, Thepictures and borders are hannonious in thdr 
colouring, the dyes are brilliani without being raw, and the volunti 
is a trophy of colour-printing. The binding byßurn is in the very 
best taste J^ — Times. 

Church (A. J.)— HORiE TENNYSONIAN^©, Sive Ed<^ 
e Tennysono Latine redditse. Cura A. J. Church, A.SC. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. df. 

ClOÜgh ^Arthur Hugh).— THE POEMS AND PROSE 
REMAiNS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a 
Sdection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by bis Wife. 
With Portrait. Two Vols. CroT^n 8vo. au. 
** Tahen as a whole," the Spectator says, *Uhese volumes cannat 
fail to be a lasting monument of one of the most original men of 
cur age,** 

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime FeUow 

of Orid College, Oxford. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. df. 

•' From the higher mind of cultivated, all-questioning, but still conser» 

vatvve England, in this our puzzled generation, we do not know 

of any utterance in literature so characteristic as the poems oj 

Arthur Hugh Clottgh" — Fraser's Magazine. 

Clunes.— THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography. 
By G. C. Clunes. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

" Both for vivid ddineation of char acter and fluent lucidity oJ stvle^ 
* The Story of Pauline* is in the first rank of modern fiction^ — 
Globe. 

Coleridge.— HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. A NoveL 
By Christabel R. Coleridge. 3 vols. crown Svo. 31J. dd 

Collects of the Church of England, with a beautifuUy 

Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover. 

CroWn Svo. \2s. Also kept in various styles of morocco. 

** This is beyond question" the Art Journal says, ** the most 
beautiful book of the sectson." The Guardian thinks it ** a suc- 
cassful attenipt to associate in a natural and unforced manner the 
ßowers of our fields and gardens with the course of the Christian 
year,*^ 

COX.— RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD. By G. V. Cox, M.A., 
late Esquire Bedel and Coroner in the University of Oxford. 
Second and cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s, 
The Times says that ü **wtll pleasantly recall in many a country 
parsonage the ni^nory of youthful days,^* 
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Dante.— DANTFS COMEDY, THE hell. Ttanslated by 

W. M. RossETTi. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 5j. 

" The aim of tkis translation of Danti may be summed up in one 
word—Literalify. To follcnv Dante sentence for sentence^ line 
for line, word for word — neither more nor üss, hos been my 
strenuous endeavour." — Author's Preface. 

Day.— GOVINDA SAMANTA; OR, THE HISTORY OF A 
BENGAL RAIYAT. By the Rev. Lal Behari Day. 2 vols. 
crown 8vo. 2is. 

** TJie book presents a carefüly minute^ änd well-drawn picture of 
Htndoo peasant life" — Daily News. 

Days of Old ; stories from old english history. 

By the Author of "Ruth and her Friends.'* New Edition. 

iSmo. cloth, extra. 2s. 6d. 

•* ßull oftruthful and charming historic pictureSy is evirywhere vital 
with tnoral and religious principlesy and is written with a brightness 
of description^ and with a dramatic fofce in the representation of 
characteTy that have made, and will always make^ it one of the 
greatest favourites with reaiding boys,^^ — NoNCONFOKMiST. 

beane. — MARJORY. By Milly Deane. Third Edition. 
With Frontispiece and Vignette. Crown 8vo. 4J. 6d. 
The Times of September iith says it is *'A very touching story^full 
of promisefor the c^er career of the authoress. It is so tenderly 
drawn, and so füll of life andgrace, that any attempt to Dialyse 
or describe it falls sadly short of the original, We will venture 
to say that few readers of any natural feeling or sensibility vMl 
take up *'Marjory ' without reading it through at a sitting, cmd we 
hope we shall see more stories by the same hand" The MORNINO 
Post cdlls it **/i deliciously fresh and charming little love story,^ 

Doyle (Sir F. H.)— LECTURES ON POETRY, deüvered 
before the Üniversity of Oxford in 1868. By Sir Francis 
Hastings Doyle, Professor of Poetry in the üniversity of 
. Oxford. Crown 8vo. 3J, 6d, 

Elsie.— A LOWLAND SKETCH. By A. C M. Crown 8iro. 
6s, 

Estelle Russell.— By the Author of **The Private Life of 

Galileo." New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Füll of bright pictures of French life, The English fitmily^ wkose 
fortumsfötm the main driftoj the story, reside mosüy in France^ but 
there are also many English characters and scenes ofgreat interest, 
It is certainly the work ej a fresh^ vigorous^ and most intisrestimg 
writer, with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing ana 
not too bitter, ** We can send our readers to it with confiäenceJ^ 
— Spectator. 

Evans. — Works by SEBASTIAN EvANS. 

BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER 
POEMS. Fcap. 8vo. doth. 6s. 
"In this volume we have füll assurance that he kos * the Vision mnä 



(« 



BELLES LETTRES. 



the facutty ätvifie,^ . . . Clever and fuü of Hndly AunMur"-^ 
Globe. 

IN THE STUDIO : A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fc^ 
Svo. 5j. 

** Thefinestthing in ihebook is ^Dudman in Paradisey a jvondetiully 
vigorotis andbeautiful story, The poem is a most retnar kable om,' 
füll of beauty^ humour^ and pointed saiireJ*^ — A.CAUmi'^, 

Evans.— THE CURSE of IMMORTALITY. By Ai EutfüLE 

Evans. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** Never^ probably, has the legend of the Wandering Jew been more 
ably and poetically handled, The author writes as a truepod^ and 
with the skill ofa true artist, Theplot of this remarkable drama 
is notonly weil contrivedy but worked out with a degree ofsimpticUy 
and truthful vigour altogether unusual in modern poetry, Infacty 
since the date of Byron^s * Cain^* we can scarcely recall any verse 
at once so terse, sopowerful, and so tnasterly,^* — Standard. 

Fairy Book. — The Best Populär Fairy Stories. Sdected and 
Rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 
"With Coloured lUustrations and Omamental Borders by J, E. 
Rogers, Author of **RidicuIa Rediviva." Crowi^ 8vo. doth, 
extra gilt. 6j. (Golden Treasury Edition. l8mo. 4j. 6</.) 
** A delightfid selection, in a delightftd extemalform,^* — Spectator. 
" A bock which will pravedelightful to children alltheyear round,** 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

Fawcett.— TALES in POLITICAL ECONOMY. By MiL. 

LiCENT Fawcett, Author of "Pplitical Economy for Beginners. ** 

Globe 8vo. 3.r. 

" The idea is a good one^ and it is quite wonderjül what a mass cf 
economic teaching tJie author manages to compress into a smdl 
spcLce, . . The true doctrines of international trade, currency, 
and the ratio beiween production and population, are set before ms 
and illustrated in a masterly manner y — Athen^eüm. 

Fletcher.— thoughts from a girl'S life. Bjr tuet 

Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4f. dd. 

Garnett.— IDYLLS and EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Garnett. Fcap. 8vo. 2j 6d, 
*^A charming little book, For English readers, Mr. Gartütt*s 
translations will open a new world of thoughtP — WestminsTKR 
Review. 

Gilmore. — storm warriors ; or. life-bo^t woRlt 

ON the GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gilmore, 
M.A., Rector of Holy Trinity, Ramsgate, Author of "The 
Ramsgate Life-Boat," in Macmillan's Magazine. Crown 8vö. 6j. 
** The stories^ which are said to be litei-ally exact, are more tkrilling 

than anything in fiction. Mr. Gilmore has done a good work oi 

well as written a good book**—'Dhi\.Y News. 
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Gray.— THE POETICAL WORKS OF DAVID GRAY. New 

and Enlarged Edition. Edited by Henry Glassford Bell, late 
SherifT of Lanarkshire. Crown 8vo. ds, 

Ouesses at Truth.— By Two Brothers. With Vignette 
Title and Frontispiece. New Edition, with Memoir. Fcap. 8vo. 
df. Also see Golden Treasury Series. 

Halifax.— AFTER LONG YEARS. By M. C. Halifax. 

Crown 8vo. lor. dd, 

** A story of very unusual merit, The entire story is well concdved, 
well writtettf and well carried ottt ; and the reader will look 
forward with pleasure to tneeHng this clever author again," — 
Daily News. ** TTUs is a very pretiy, simple love story» 
Standard. 

Hamerton.— A PAINTER^S camp. Second Edition, revised. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

** These pages^ written with infinite spirit and humour^ bring into 
dose rooms, back upon tired heads^ the breezy airs of Lancashire 
moors and Highland lochs, with a freshness which no recent 
novelist has succeeded in preservin^." — Nonconformist. 

Harbour Bar (The).— a tale of scottish LIFE. 

Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 21s, 

" 7^ author has a great many of the qtmlifications of a novelist, 
A keen eyefor the picturesque and a power of dose observcUion are 
indicat^ in this very life-like picture of fisher-life on the north- 
east coast ofScotland," — Athenäum. 

Heaton.— HAPPY spring TIME. Illustrated by Oscar 
Pletsch. With Rhymes for Mothers and Children. By Mrs. 
Charles Heaton. Crown Svo. cloth extra, gilt edges. 3^. 6d, 
** Thepictures in this book are capitaV^ — ATHENiEüM. 

Hervey. — DUKE ERNEST, a Tragedy; and other Poems. 
Fcap. 8vo. ds, 
** Conceived in pure taste and true historic feding, andpresenied with 

much dramatic force, .... Thoroughly original* — British 

Qüarterly. 

Higginson.— MALBONE : An Oldport Romance. By T. W. 
Higginson. Fcap. Svo. 2j. dd, 

Hillside Rhymes.— Extra fcap. Svo. sj. 

Holland.— HARTLEIGH. A Novel. By Penelope Holland. 
Crown Svo. ds, 

Home. — BLANCHE LISLE, and other Poems. By Cecil 
Home. Fcap. ^vo. 4J. dd, 

Hood (Tom).— THE PLEASANT TALE OF PUSS AND 
ROBIN AND THEIR FRIENDS, KITTY AND BOB. 
Told in Pictures by L. Frölich, and in Rhymes by Tom Hood. 
Crown Svo. gilt 3J. dd, 

The volume is prettüy got up, and is sure to be a favourite in thi 
nursery," — Scotsman. **JIerr Frölich has outdone himsdf in 
Mipictures of this dramatic chase," — MoRNiNG Post. 
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Irving (Washington.)— OLD CHRISTMAS. From the 
Sketch Book. With upwards of loo Illustrations by Randolpk 
Caldecott, engraved by J. D. Cooper. Crown 8vo. cloth elegant. 

Keary (A.) — Works by Annie Keary :— 
CASTLE DALY: THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME 
THIRTY YEARS AGO. Second and cheaper Edition. 2 vols. 
crown 8vo. 2IJ. 

** Extremdy touching, and at the same tivie tharoughly amuHngJ" — 
MoRNiNG Post. 

JANErS HOME. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2j. ed. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Globe Svo. 2s, 6d. 
** Füll ofwisdam and goodnesSf simple, trutkful, and artistic. . . // 
is capiial as a story; better still in its pure tone and wholesamt 
infiuence, " — Globs. 

OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6j. 

*'This is a very powerfully written story, *^ — Globe. **This is a 
really exeellent novel." — Illustrated London News. "7^ 
Sketches of socidy in Oldbury are excelleni. Thepictutes ofchüd 
life are Juli of trutV^ — Westminster Review. 

Keary (A. and E.)— Works by A. and E. Keary:— 
THE LITTLEWANDERLIN, and otherFairy Tales. iSmo. 2J.W. 
** The tales are fanciftd and well written, and they are sure to win 
foüour amoTtgst little readers.*^ — AxHENiEUM. 
THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian 
Mythology. New and Revised Edition, Illustrated by Huard. 
Extra fcap. Svo. 4J. td, 

** Told in a lighi and aniusing style, which, in its drollery and 
quaintnesSf reminds us ofour oldfavourite Grimm** — ^TiMES. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster : — 
"WESTWARD HO!" or, The Voyages and Adventures of 
,Sir Amjras Leigh. Eleventh Edition. Crown Svo. dr. 
Fraser's Magazine calls it **almost the best historical novel of 
theday:* 

TWO YEARS AGO. Sixth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

**Mr. Kingsley has providedus all along with such pleasant diversions 
— such rieh and brightly tinted glimpses of natural history, such 
suggestive remarks on mankindy society, and all sorts of topics, 
that amidst thepUasureofthe way, the circuit to be made will be by 
most forgotten, *— Guardian. 

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes wiüi an Old Face. Seventh Edition. 

Crown Svo. dr. 
HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 

Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6x. 

YEAST ! A Problem. Seventh Edition. Crown Svo. 5^. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. WiÜi a New Prefece. Crown Svo. 
4r. td. 
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ingSley {Cy-conünued, 
The author shows, to qtiote the Spectator, " what ü is thai con* 
sHtutes the true Christian^ God-fraring, man4iving gentlemanJ* 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. New 
Edition, with additional lUustxations by Sir Noel Paton, R.S. A., 
and P. Skelton. Crown 8vo. cloth, extta gilt. 5^« 
*^ In fiitty in humour, and in innocent imagination^ as ä chilifs 

hook we do not know its eqtml" — London Review. **Mr, 

Kingsley must have the credit ofrevealing to us a new order «flife. 

. . . There is in the ^ Water Babies* an abnndance of wit^fUH^ 

good humour^ geniality^ ^lan, ^." — ^TiMES. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 

Coloured lUustrations. New Edition. i8mo. 4^. 6^. 

" We do not think these heroic stories have euer deen tnöre attractively 
told, , . There is a deep under'Current of religious feelikg trdceäble 
throughoutits pageswhich is sureto influence youngreaders power- 
ftäly?' — London Review. ** One of the children? s booh thai 
will surely become a classic,** — Nonconformist. 
PHAETHON ; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thirikers. Third 

Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s, 

** The dialogue of * Phadhon ' hos striktng beauties, and its sugges- 
tions may meet hälfway many a latent douht^ atidy like a lighi 
breezcy Itft from the soul clouds that are gathering heavily, and 
threatening to settle down in misiy gloom on the summer of many 
a fair and promising young life** — Spectator. 

tOEMS; including The Saint*s Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, 

Ballads, etc. Complete CoUected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. or. 

7J^ Spectator calls ^^ Andromeda** *Uhe finest piece of English 

hexameter verse that has euer been wrüten, It is a Volume 

which many readers will be glad topossessJ* 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. Second Edition. Crown 

8vo. 5j. 

Contents:—^ Charm of Birds ; Chalk-Stream Studies ; The 
Pens ; My Winter- Garden ; From Ocean to Sea ; North Devon, 

^^ Altogäher a delightful book It exhibits the author's best 

traitSf and cannot fail to infect the reader with a Uwe of nature 
and of out-door life and its enjoym^nts, It is well calculated to 
bring a gleam of summer with its plecLsant associations, into the 
bleak Tvinter-time ; whÜe a bdter companion for a summer rämble 
could hardly be fouhd" — British Quarterly Review. 

Kingsley (H.)— Works by Henry Kingsley:— 
TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. With Eight ftdl-page 
Illustrations by IIuARD. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth« 
extra gilt. 5^. 

**We know no better book for those who want knowledge or seek to 
refresh it. As for the * senscUional^* most novels are tame com' 
pared with these narratives** — ATHENiEUM. ** Excutly the book 
to interest and to dogood to intelligent and high'Spirited äj^j." — 

LiTERARY ChURCHMAN. 
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Kingsiey (H.y-conHnued, 

THE LOST CIIILD. With Eight mustrations by FröUCH 
Crown 4to. clolh gilt. 3J. 6d, 

**A pathetic story^ and told so as to gwe ckildren an interest in 
Australian ivavs and scenery, "— Globe. * * Very charmingiy and 
very touchini^ly told," — Saturday REVIEW. 

OAKSHOTT CASTLE. 3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 3IJ. ed, 

** No one wko takes up * Oakshott Castle * will wiUingly put it down 
until the last page is turned. . , , It may fairly be considered a 
capitäl Story ^ füll ofgOy and abounding in wordpictures ofstorms 
and wrecks," — Observer. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen.— Works by E. H. Knatchbull- 

HUGESSEN, M.P. : — 

Mr, Knatchbull-Hugessen has won for himsetf a reputoHon as 
a teller of fairy-tales. ^* Bis powers,** Uays the TlMES^ 
**are 0/ a very high order ; light and brtlliant narrative flows 
from his pen^ andisfed by an invention as graceful as it is inex- 
haustibUy ** Children reading his stories," the SCOTSMAN says, 
"or hearingthem read, will have their minds refreshed and in» 
vigoratedas much as their bodies would be by abundance o//resh 
air and exercise, " 

STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. iWith lUustrations. Fifth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

" The stories are charming, and füll oflife and fun,^* — STANDARD. 
** The author has an imaginaiion as fanciftU as Grimm himself, 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that Hans Chris» 
tian Andersen has written." — NONCONFORMIST. 
CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With mustra- 
tions by Jellicoe and Elwes. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 51. 
** A fascinating little volume, which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children,** — Daily News, 
MOONSHINE: Fairy Tales. With Illustrations by W. Brünton. 
Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. $s, 
**A volume of fairy tales, written not otUy for ungrown children^ 
but for bigger, and if you are nearly worn out, or sich, or sorry^ 
you will find it good reading. "—Graphic, * * The most charming 
volunuof fairy taJes which we have euer read, . . . We cannot qutt 
this very pleasant book without a word ofpraise to its ülustrator, 
Mr, Brunton from first to last has dorn admirably" — TlifES. 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. Fairy Stories. With Seven Illustra- 
tions by W. Brunton. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. $s. 
** Capitally illustrated by W, Brunton, , . . Infrolic andfahcy they 
are quite equal to his other books. The author knows him to write 
fairy stories as they should be written, The whole book isfull of 
the most delightful drolleries** — Times. 
QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. Illustrated by S. E. 
Waller. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt. 5j. 
" Decidedly the author' s happiest effort, . , , One of the best story 
books of theyear, " — HOUB. ,,,. .... , . ,. 
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Knatchbull-Hugesse n (Louis). — the history of 

PRINCE PERRYPETS. A Fairy Tale. By LouiSA Knatch- 
BULL-HuGESSEN, With Eight Illustrations by Weigand. 
New Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt *" 3j. 6d, 
**A grand and exciäng fairy tale^ — MORNING PosT. *M ddicious 
piece of fairy nonsense." — Illustrated London News. 

KnOX.— SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By IsA Craig Knox. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt edges. 4s. 6ä, 
** The Verses are truly sweet ; there is in them not only much genuine 
poetic quality, but an ardent^ fiowing devotedness, and a peculiar 
skUl in propounding theological ienets in the most graceful way, 
lühich any divine might envy." — ScoTSMAN. 

Latham.— SERTUM SHAKSPERIANUM, Subnexis aUquot 
aliunde excerptis floribos. Latine reddidit Rev. H. Latham, 
M.A. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5x. 

Lemon.— THE LEGENDS of NUMBER NIP. By Mark 
Lemon. With Illustrations by C. Keene. New Edition. Extra 
fcap. Svo. 2s, 6d, 

Life and Times of Conra^d the SquirreL a Story 

for ChUdren. By the Author of "Wandering WiUie/' "Effie's 
• Friends," &c With a Frontispiece by R. Farren. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3^. 6d, 
" Having commenced on the first page, we were compelled to go an to 

the conclusion, and this we predict wül be the case with eoery one 

who opens the book^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Little Estella, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
i8mo. cloth extra. 2s, 6d, 

" This is a fine story^ and we thank heaven for not bang too wise to 
enjoy it," — Daily News. 

Lorne (Marquis of ). — GUIDO AND LITA : A TALE OF 

THE RIVIERA. A Poem by the Marquis of Lorne. Small 
4to. cloth elegant, with Illustrations. ys, 6d, 

Lowell. — Works by J. Russell Lowell : — 
AMONG MY BOOKS. Six Essays. Dryden — Witchcraft — 
Shakespeare once More — New England Two Centuries Ago^ 
Lessing — Rousseau and the Sentimentalists, Crown 8vo. 7^' ^» 

COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of James Russell Lowell. 
With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. i8mo. cloth extra. 41. Cd. 
'*A/l readers who are ahle to recognise and appreciate genuine verse 

will give a glad welcome to this beauti/ul little volume," — PALL 

Mall Gazette. 

Lyttelton. — Works by Lord Lyttelton : — 
THE **COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 
THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 
Greek Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 6d, 
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" Classical in spirit, füll of forccy and true to th€ original^* 
— Guardian. 

MacdonelL— FOR THE KING'S DUES. By Agnes Mac- 

DONELL, Author of "Martin's Vineyard." Crown 8vo. lOs. 6d' 

** It is rarely that so pleasant and unaffected piece of ficHon finds its 

way into tke reviewer' s handsj* — Court Circular. *^ It is 

bricht, pleasant j and wholesome .V. . An exceedingly tender^ 

natural^ and fascinating little love story" — Morning Post. 

Maclaren. — ^THE FAIRY FAMILY. A series of Ballads and 
Metrical Tales illustrating the Fairy M3rthology of Europe. By 
Archibald Maclaren. With Frontispiece, lUustrated Title, 
and Vignette. Crown 8vo. gilt 5j. 

" A sticcessful attempt io translate into the vernacular some qf the 
Fairy Mythology of Europe, The verses are very good, There is 
no shirking diffictUties of rhyme^ and the bailad metre which is 
oftenest employed has a great deal ofthe kind of ^gp * which wefind 
so seldom outside the pages of Scott. The book is of permanent 
z/alue"— Guardian. 

Macmillan's Magazine.— Published Monthly. Price is. 

Volumes I. to XXXII. are now ready. 'js. 6d, each. 
Macquoid. — PATTY. By Katharine S. Macquoid, Third 

and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, * 

**A book to be read,^^ — Standard. **-4 powerful and fascinaiing 
Story" — Daily Telegraph. Tke Globe considers ]it **well» 
-written, amusing^ and interestingy and heu the merit of being <mt 
of the ordinary run ofnovels" 

Maguire,— YOUNG prince marigold, and other' 

FAIRY STORIES. By the late John Francis Maguire, >I.P. 

Illustrated by S. E. Waller. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4^. 6d, 

" The author has ruidently studied the ways and tastes ofchildren and 

got at the secret of amusing them ; and has succeeded in what is not 

so easy a task as it may seem — inproducing a recUlygood children^s 

bookJ'—DMLY Telegraph. .. .: . 

Marlitt (E.)— the COUNTESS GISELA. Translated fiom 
the German of E. Marlitt. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d. 
**A very beautiful story of German country life,** — Litera&y 
Churchman, 

Masson (Professor). — Works by David Masson, M.A., 

Professor of Rhetoric and English Literabire in the Univorsity 

of Edinbui^h. 
BRITISH NOVELISTS AND THEIR STYLES. Being a Critical 

Sketch of the History of British Prose Fiction. Crown 8vo. *Js, 6d. 
WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER 

ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 1770. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

THE THREE DEVILS : LUTHER'S, MILTON'S, and 
GOETHE'S ; and other Essays. Crown 8yo. 5j. 
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Mazini.— IN THE golden Shell ; A Storv of Palermo. 
By Linda Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe ovo. cloth gilt 

** As beautiful and bright and fresh as the scenes to which it wafls 
US over the hlue Medüerraneatt, and as pure and innocent, but 
piquant and sprightly as the little girl wJio plays the part of its 
heroine, is this admirable little book" — Illustrated London 
News. 

Merivale. — KEATS* Hyperion, rendered mto Latin Verse. 
By C. Merivale, B.ID. Second Edition, Extra fcap. 8vo. 
y. td. 

Milner. — ^THE LILY of LUMLEY. By Edith Milner, 
Crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 

Milton'S Poetical Works.— Edited with Text collated from 
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes by David 
Masson. Three vols. 8vo. With Three Portraits engraved by 
C. H. Jeens and Radcliffe. (Uniform with the Cambridge 
Shakespeare.) 

Aflistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 
** It would be hard to overpraise the sweetness and pleasing p-eshness 
of this charming epü"—ATKENJEUM, 

Mitford (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A, B. 

Mitford, Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. 

With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

" They will always be interesting as memorials ofa most exceptional 
sodäy ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkUng, sensa» 
tionalf and dramaticy and the originaJity of their ideas and the 
quaintness of their languagegive them a most captivaHng piquancy, 
The illustrations are extremely interesting, and for the curiaus in 
such matters have a special and particular value," — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Morgan.— BARON bruno; or, the UNBELIEVING 

PHILOSOPHER, AND OTHER FAIRY STORIES. By 
LouiSA Morgan. Illustrated by R. Caldecott. Crown 8vo. gilt. $s, 

Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M,P,, in THE HIGHLANDS. 

New Edition, with Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

** The book is calculatedto recall pleasant memories of holidays well 
spent, and scenes not easily to be forgotten. To those who have 
never been in the Western Ilighlands, or sailed along the Frith of 
Clyde and on the Western Coast, it will seem almost like afairy 
story, Ihere is a charm in the volume which makes it anything 
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tut easy for a readerwko kos openedittoptU U down untii tke kut 
page hos bem rttäJ* — Scotsman. 

Mr3. Jer^inghaxjni's Jourpal. A Poem pi«porting to be the 

Journal of a newly-married Lady. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

3J. 6d, 

**K ts nearfy a perfect gem. We h(we had nothing so good for a 
long Hme, and those who neglect to read it are neglecting one of 
the jewels of contemporary history.'* — Edinburgh Daily Re- 
view. *• One qualiiy in the piece, sufficient of itsdf to claim a 
momenfs attention, is that it is unique— original, indeed, is not too 

\ Strang a word—in the manner of its conception and\execution,** 
— Fall Mall Gazette. 

Mudie.— STRAY LEAVES. By C. E. M.üdie. New Edition. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d. Contents: — **His and Mine" — 

"Night and Day "— ** One of Many," &c. 

This littlevolume consists ofa number ofpoems, mostly ofagentdnely 
devotional character, ** They are for the most part so exquisitely 
sweet and delicate as to be quite a marvel of composition, They are 
worthy of being laid up in the recesses of the heart, and recaüed to 
memory from time to time" — Illustrated Jx)NDON News. 

Murray.— THE ballads and songs of SCOTLAND, 

in View of their Influence on the Character of the People. By 

T. Clark Mürray, LL.D., Prozessor. of Mental and Moral 

Fhilosophy in McGill College, Montreal Crown 8vo. 6j. 

** Jndependently of the lucidity of the style in which the whole book 

is writteHf the seleciion of the examples ahne would recommend it 

to favour, white the geniality of the criticism upon those examples 

cannot fail to make them highly appreciated and valuedr — 

]M[0RNiNG Post. 

Myers (Ernest).— THE PURITANS. By ERNja^x Myers. 

Extra fcap. Svo. cloth. 2s, 6d, 

** It is not too much to call it a really grandpoem, stately and dig' 
nified, and shhwing not only a high poetic mind, but also greai 
power over poetic expression,^^ — LiTERARY Churchman. 

JN9yer$ (F. W. H.)— POEMS. Py F. W. H. Myers. Ccm- 
taining "St. Paul," **St. John," and others. E;j!tra fcap. Svo. 
4J. 6a, 

*^Jtis rare to find a writer who combines to such an extent the factUty 
of communicating feeiings with the faculty of euphonious expres* 
sion," — ^PECTATOR. ** * Ä. Faul ^Stands without a rvvaX as the 
nablest religious poem which hos been written in an age which 
beyond any other hos been prolific in this class afpoetry, The sub* 
limest conceptions are expressed in language which, for richness, 
taste, andpurity, we have neuer seen excellal "—lOYi^ BULL. 

Wichol.— HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By John 
NiCHOL, B. A. Oxon., Regius Professor of Ejiglish Language and 
Literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. Svo. ^s. 6d, 
** The poem combines in no ordinary degree ßrmness and warkman' 
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ship, Afler the lapse of many centuries, an English poet isfound 
payingto the great Carthagenian the worthüst poäicaltrihutewkich 
hos as yet, to our knowledge, been affordedto his noble and stainlks 
name. — Saturday Review. 

Nine Years Old.— By the Authorof "St Olaye's," "When I 
was a Little Girl," &c Illustrated by Frölich. Third Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. \s. 6ä. 

Jt is believed that this story, by the favourably known attthor qf 
" St, Olav^s" will be found both highly interesting and instrucHvi 
to theyoung, The volume contains eightgraphic iüustraHons hy 
Mr. Z. Frölich, The Examiner says : " Whether the readers 
are nine years oldy or twice, or seven times as old, they must injoy 
this pretty volume, " 

NoeL— BEATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
Roden Noel. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

'*Itis impossible to read thepoem through Tvithout being powerfidly 
moved, There are passages in it whichfor intensity and tender* 
ness, ciear and vivid vision, spontaneous and delicate sympathy, 
may be compared wiih the best effbrts of our best Indng wriUrs** 
— Spectator. 

Norton. — Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton : — 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiecc. 

^ New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6d. 

* * J^ull of thought well expressed, and may be classed among her best 
effbrts.'*— Times. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
" This varied and lively novel — this clever novel so füll of character^ 
and of fine incidental remark," — ScoTSMAN. '^ One of the 
pleasantest and healthiest stories of modern ficiion.'* — Globb. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant : — 

:> AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 

Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. 4;. 6d, 

" There are few books of late years more fitted to touck the heart^ 

purify the feelingy and quicken and sustain tight principles.** — 

NONCONFORMIST. * * A more gracefuUy written siory it is impoS' 

sibleto desire,"—'DAiLY News. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
^^ It is a very different work from the ordinary run of naveU, 
The whole life ofa man is portrayed in it, worked out with subÜety 
and insight." — Athen^eum. 

Olrig Grange. Edited by Hermann Kunst, Philol. Professor 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 6d, 

Our Year. A Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of "John Halifax, Gentleman.'* Illustrated by Clarencb 
DoBELL. Royal i6mo. 3J. 6d, 
" **Itis just the book we could wish to see in the hands ofevery chiW* 
—English Churchman. ^ 
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Owen Gwynne's Great Work.— By the' Author of 

" Wandering Willie." 2 vols. crown 8vo. 2is. 
Oxford Spectator, The.— Reprinted. Eitra fcap. 8vo. 

Palgrave. — ^Worjcs by Francis Turner Palgrave, M.A., kte 

Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford : — 
THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 

ORANGE. ABookforChildren. With Illustrations by Arthur 

Hughes, and Engraved Title-page by Jeens. Small 4to. doth 

extra. 6s. 

" If ycu want a really good Book for hoth sexes and aU ages^ h^ 
this^ as handsome a volume of tales as youHl find in cäl tht 
markeL " — AxHENiEUM. *^ Exquisite both in form and suhsUuteeJ* 
— Guardian. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8va df. 

^^ A volume of pure quid verse^ spar kling wiih tender mehdies, and 
cdvve witk tkoughts of genuine poetry. . . . Turti wkereweimll 
throughout the volume, we find traces of beaufy, tenderness, and 
truih ; truepoefs worky touqhed and reßned by the master-hand qf 
a real artist, who shows his genms evtn in trißes" — Standard. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlai^ed, i8mo. is. ed. 
** So chmcet so perfecta and so refined, so tender in feeüsitg, and so 
scholarly in expression, that we look Ttnth special interest to every- 
thing that hegives us." — Literary Churchman. 

GOLDEN TREASÜRY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited by F. T. Palgrave. i8mo. 4s. 6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. £dit«d by F. T. 
Palgrave. Gern Edition. With Vignette Title by Jeens. ^.6d. 
** Fosr minute degance no volume could possibly excel tke * Gern 
EdiüonJ " — ScoTSMAN. 

THE CHILDREN'S TREASÜRY QF ENGLISH SON^^ 

Selected and arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrajte. la 
Two Parts, is. each. Complet« in i vol. iSnao. Cloth, ai. 

Parables.— TWELVE parables of oür lord. mos: 

trated in Coloors from Sketches taken in the East by McEnirt» 
with Frontispieoe from a Picture by John Jellicob, and Ilhmil- 
nated Texts and Borders. Royal 4to. in Ornamental Bindisg. i6y> 
The Times cdlls it ^^one of the most beautiful of modern pictorial 

works;^^ while tke Graphic says ^* nothing in tkis style, so good^ 

has euer before been published." 

Pätmore. — the CHUBDREN'S GARLAND, fröm the Be^t 
Poets. Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore« New 
Edition. With lUtistrations by J. Lawson. Crown 8vo. gilt 6s. 
Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. 4/. 6d. 

** The charming illustrations added to many of tke pikmi itriÜ add 
greatly to thetr value in tke eyes of children.** — Daily NsWSii 

6 
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P^jpqil3er. — ^THE TRAGEDY OF LESBOS. A Diamatic Poem. 
By E. H. Pembsr. Fcap. 8vo. \s, 6d, 

Founded upon the story of Sappho, * *He teils his story ivith dratnaüc 
ßfrce, and in language that qften rises almost to grandeur,** — 

ATHENiEUM. 

POOIC— PICTURES OF COTTAGE UFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 

E^tioiL With Frontispiecc by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. y. 6d, 

**^Ch4arm$ng storUs of peasani life^ writUn in sometking-of George 

Eliot s s^e, , . . Ifsr stories could not be other than they are, as 

liUral as trutk, as romantic as fiction^ füll of pathetic touches 

and strokes of genuine humour, . . . All the stories are siudia 

of actual Ufej executed Tvith no mean artj*^ — ^Timbs. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the Frendi 

of E. Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of " The Heir of 

Redclyfie." With lUostrations by Becker. Cheaper Editiofi. 

Crown 8va gilt 4x. 6d, 

" This is not a regulär book of natural kistory, but a descripHon of 
aU the Uving creatures that came and went in a sumtfif^s day 
bsneath an old pear iree^ obsierved by eyes that had for the nonce 
become nacroscopic^ recorded by a pen that finds dramas in euery* 
thingi and iüustrated by a damty pencil. . . . We can hardly 
fancy anyane ivith a moderate turn for the curiosities of insect 
life, or for delicate French esprit, not being taken by these clever 
skOches.^ — Guardian. **A whimsical and charming little booik,** 

— ^ATHENiEUM. 

Prince Plorestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

HiMSELF. New Edition, with Ilhistration and Map. 8va cloth. 

Extra gilt edges, 5x. A French Translation, 5^. Also an Edition 

for the People. Crown 8vo. is, 

** Those who have read only the extracts giüen, will not need to be 
told how amusing and happily touehed it is. Those wh^ read itfor 
other purposes than atmuement can ha^rdly miss the sober and 
SQund poUiical lessons withwhich its light pages aboundj andwhich 
are cu much needed in England as by the nation to whom the author 
directly addresses his moral" — Fall Mall Gazette. ** This 
little book ir very clever^ wHd with animal spirits^ but showing 
plcnty of good sensey amid all the heedless nonsense which fills so 
tnafty of its pages. " — Daily News. '^ Inan age little remarkable 
for powers of polüical satire, the sparkle of the pages gifues tkem 
everv claim to welcome." — Standard. 

Rankine.— SONGS and FÄBLES. By W. J. McQuorn 
Rankine, late Professor of Civil Engineering and Mechanics at 
Gbi^ow. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Realmah. — By the Author of "Friends in Council" Crown 
$vo. ^. 

Rkomdes.-^POEMS. By Jambs Rhoades. Fcap. Svo. 41. 6d. 
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Richardson.— THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A Sdection of 

Legends drawn from Valnuki's Sanskrit Poem, '' The Ramayana." 

By F&EDBRiKA Richardson. Crown 8vo. yx. 6d, 

" // is tmposdbU to read it without recognizing the value and interest 

of the Eastem e^, It is as fascinating as a fairy tale, this 

romantic poem o/India, " — Globe. * * A charming volume^ which 

at ance enmeshes the reader in its snares,^^ — ATHENiEUM. 

Roby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Mary K. Roby. Fcap. 8vo. Ss, 

Rogers.— RIDICULA REDIVrVA. Old Nursery Rhymes. 

niustiated in Colours, by J. E. Rogers, with Omamental Covers. 

In four parts, is, each, or complete in i vol. $s, 

*' The most splendid^ and at the sanu time the most redlly meritorious 
of the books specially intendedfor chüdren^ that we have seen,"^- 
Spectator. " These large bright pictures will attract children to 
reaUy good and honest artistic work^ and that ought not to be an 
indifferent consideration with parents who propose to educate their 
children,^* — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Rossetti. — Works by Christina Rossetti .• — 

POEMS. Complete Edition, containing «* Gobiin Market," "The 
Prince's Progress," &c. With Four lUustrations. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 

SPE AKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by Arthur Hüqhes. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4J. 6d, 

** Certain to bea delight to ntany a juvenile fireside circle»^^ — MoRN- 
iNG Post. 

Runaway (The). A Story for the Young. By the Author of 
** Mrs. Temingham's Journal." With lUustrations by J. Lawson. 
Globe ovo. gilt. 4J. 6d. 

** This is one of the best, ij not indeed the very best, of cdl the stories 
that hos come before us this Christmas, The heroines are both 
charming, and, unlike heroines, they are aspillof fun as of channs, 
It is an admirable book to read aloud to the young folk when they 
are all gathered round the fire, and nurses and other apparitions 
are still far away,** — Saturday Review. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls. With a Frontis- 
piece. Fourth Edition. i8mo. Cloth extra. 2J. 6d, 
" IVe wish all the school girls and home-taught girls in the land had 
the opportunity of reading it.^* — NoNCONFORMiST. 

Scouring of the White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. lUustrated 
by Doyle. Imp. i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3J. 6</. 

Shairp (Principal).— KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 
other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Principal of the 
United College^ St Andrews. Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

B2 
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" Kilmahoe is a Highland Pastoral y reddent of the warm soft air 
of the westem lochs and moorsy sketched out with remarkabU 
grace and picturesqueness, " — S ATU RDAY Review. 

Shakespeare. — The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M.A. and W. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. Nine vols. 8vo. cloth. 4/. 14J. 6rfL 
The Guardian calls U an ^*excellentj and, to the Student, almost 

indispensable edition ; ** and the Examiner calls i^ "an unrioaUed 

editiony 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jephson. New Edition. 
i8mo. if. 

Slip (A) in the Pens.— lUustrated by the Author. Crown 
8vo. df. 
** An artistic Utile volume, for every page is a picture*^ — Times. **It 

lüill be read with pleasure, and with a pleasure that is altogether 

innocent.*^ — Saturday Review. 

Smedley — TWO DRAMATIC POEMS. By Menella Bute 
S MEDLEY, Author of " LadyGrace," &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 
** May be read with enjoyment and proßi," — Saturday Review. 

Smith. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smitü. Fcap. 

8vo. 5j. 

Smith (Rev. Walter).— hymns OF CHRIST AND THE 

CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 

Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

** These are among the sweetest sacred poems we have read for a long 
Urne, With no profuse imagery, expressing .a ränge of feding 
and expression by no means uncommon, they are true and elevated, 
and their pathos is i>rofound and simple^ — NONCONFORMIST. 

Stanley,— TRUE TO LIFE.— A SIMPLE STORY. By Mary 
Stanley. Crown 8vo. loj. 6d. 

** For tnany a long day we have not met with a nwre simple, healthy, 
and unpretending story. " — Standard. 

Stephen (C. E.)— the SERVICE OF THE POOR5 being 
an Inquiry 'nto the Reasons for and against the Establishment of 
Religions Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Carolins 
Emilia Stephen. Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

" It touches incidentally and with much wisdom and tendemess on 
so many of the relations of women, particularly of single Tvomen, 
with Society ^ that it may be read with advantage by many who 
have never thought of entering a Sisterhood." — SpeCTATOR. 
Stephens (J. B.)— CONVICT' ONCE. A Poem. By J. 
Brunton Stephens. Extra fcap. 8vo. ^s. 6d. 
*^ It is €ts far more interesting than ninety-nine ncvels tmi of a 
hundred, as it is superior to them in power, worth, and beautv, 
We should most strongly advise everybody to read * Cimdct Oncc * 
— Westm inster Review. 
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StreetS and Lanes Of a City : Being the Reminiscences 
of Amy Dutton. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
BURY. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2J. ööT. 
** One of the most really striking books that hasever comebefore us," 

— LiTERARY ChURCHMAN. 

Strivelyne — ^THE PRINCESS OF SILVERLAND; and 
other Tales. By Elsie Strivelyne. With Frontispiece by Sir 
NoEL Paton. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4?. 
" Delightfully fresh and original^ — GRAPHIC. ; 
** Readable and pleasant.*' — Athen^eum. 

Teil Me a Story, with Illustrations by Walter Crane. 

Globe 8vo gilt. 4?. 6d. 

Thring.— SCHOOL SONGS.. A Coüection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Fob'o. 7^. 6d. 

Tom Brownes School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, 4J. 6^. People's Edition, 2s. 

With Seven Illustrations by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall 

Crown Svo. ds. 

* * The most famous boy^s book in the language. " — Daily News. 

Tom Brown at Oxford. — New Edition. With Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

'* In no other work that we can call to mind are the finer qtuUities of 
the English gentleman more happüv portrayed" — Daily News. 
**A book of great power andtruth, — ^NATIONAL Review. 

Trench. — Works by R. Chenevix Trench, D.D., Archbishop 
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see TheologicaL, 
HiSTORiCAL, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. Svo. yj. 6d, 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Second Edition. 
Extra fcap. Svo. $s. 6d. 

* * The A rchbishop hos conferred in this delightful volume an important 

gifi on the whole English'Speaking population of the world, "-«- 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly Lyrical. Selected and 
arranged for Use. By Archbishop Trench. Third Edition^ 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. Svo. 7^. 

TroUope (Anthony). — siR HARRY HOTSPUR OF 

HUMBLETHWAITE. By Anthony Trollope, Author of 

"Framley Parsonage," etc. Cheap Edition. Globe Svo. 2^. 6d, 

The ATHENiEUM remarks : ^^ No readerwho begins to read this book 

is likely to lay it down until the last page is turned, This brilliant 

novei appears to us decidedly more sttccessful than any other of Mr, 

Trollope' s shorter stories.*^ 
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Turner. — Works by the Rev. Charles Tennyson Türner : — 
SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 

8vo. 4f . 6d, 
SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. ^.6d. 

Tyrwhitt — OUR SKETCHING CLUB. Letters and Studies 

on Landscape Art By Rev. R. St. John Tyrwhitt, M.A. 

. "With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts 

in Professor Ruskin's *' Elements of Drawing." Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo. 7 j. 6d. 

Under the Limes.— Bv the Author of "Christina North." 
Second Edition. Crown ovo. 6s. 

** One of the prettiest and best told stories which tt kas been our 
goodjoriune to readfor a longtime,^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Veit Ch,— THE TWEED, AND OTHER POEMS. By J. 
Veitch, LL.D., Professor of Logic and Rhetoric in Glasgow 
University. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 6^. 

Vittoria Colonna.— LIFE AND POEMS. By Mrs. Henry 

, RoscOE. Crown 8vo. pj. 

Waller.— SIX WEEKS IN the SADDLE : A Pamter's Journal 
in Iceland. By S. E. Waller. Illustrated by the Author. 
Crown 8vo. 6j. 

•*^« exceedingly pleasant and naturally wrttten little book. . . Mr, 
Waller hos a clever pencil, and the text is well illustrated with his 
own Sketches.** — Times. 

Wandering Willie. By the Author ot " Effie's Friends," and 
"John Hatherton." Third Edition. Crown 8yo. 6s. 
" TTiis is an idyll of rare truth and beauty. . . . The story is simple 
and touchingy the style of extrcufrdinary ddicacy, precision^ and 
picturesqueness. , , , A charming gifi-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to ncvelsy and will amply repay those of thar dders 
who may gvve an hour to its peruscU, — Daily Nsws. 

Webster. — Works by Augusta Webster : — 

"iy Mrs. Webster only remains true to herseljt she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any wotnan hos yet done," — 
Westm inster Review. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8yo. 5j. 
" A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by poetic power. ^^^^ 

NONOONFORMIST. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. Is, 6d. 

*^Mrs, Webster has shown us thcU she is dble to drcew admirabfy 

front the life; that she can observe with subtlety, and render her 

observations with deliccuy; thai she can impersonate complex coH" 

ceptions and venture into which few livin^ writers can foUow her" 

—Guardian. 
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^Wth^t^V—cotUmued. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8yo. y. 6d. 

** Mrs, IVebstet^s poems exhibit simplicity and tendemess ... her. 
taste ü perßfct . . . This simplküy is combined with a adftldf tif 
thoughtf/eeling, and obsen/atum wmch demandthat attention wkich 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to besUrw*^ — Wkstbiinstml 
Rjsvisw 
PR,OMETHEUS BOUND OF iESCHYLUS. titerally trimslAted 
into English Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6^. 
" Closeness and simplicity combined with liierary skül" — Atoe* 
NiEUM. " Mrs, Webst^s * Dramatic Studtes^ and * Translakon 
of Prometheus ' have won for her an honou> ahle place among our 
femctle poets» She writes with remarkdble vigour and dramaiic 
realization^ and bidsfair to be the most successful claimant of Mrs, 
Browning' s mantle.—BJSJ.'n^n Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIFIDES. literaUy translated into English 
^. Verse. Extra fcap. 8yo. 31. 6d 

'* Mrs. IVebster's translation sutpasses our utmost expectaOons, It is 
a photograph of the original without any oj that harshness which 
so ofien accompanies a photograph" — Westminster Review. 
THE AÜSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 

8vo. 5j. 

** TTie * Auspicious Day ' shvws a marked culvance, not only in ärt, 
butf in what is offar more importance^ in breadth of thougkt and 
intellectual grasp, — Westminster Review. " Thisdrama is 
a manifestation of high dramaiic power on the part of thegifted 
writer, and entitled to our wärmest admircUion^ as a worthypieee 
ofwork, " — Standard. 
YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse. Eactra 

fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6^. 

** A very charming tcde^ charmingly told in dainty versd, with 
occasional lyrics of tender beauty, " — Standard. " Wf close ihi 
book with the renewed comncHon that in Mrs, Webster we have a 
profound and original poet, The book is marked not by itpirv 
sweetness of melody — rare as that gifl is — btU by the i^nsidy 
rarer gifis of dramatic powery üfpassion^ and sympathtHc insight," 
— Westminster Review. 

When I was a Little Girl, STORIES FOR cmiDMCN. 

By the Author of **St Olave's." Fourth E4ition. Extra fcap. 

8vo. 4r. 6d. With Eight Illustrations by L. Frölich. 

**At the head, and a long way ahead, of all bookslfor gtrls, we 
place • When Iwas a Little GirV "—Times. *«// is oneäfthe 
chaicest morseis of chUd-biography which we have met witlL** — 
Nonconformist. 

White.— RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8yo. *js. 6ä* 

Whittier.—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER*S POETICAL 
WORKS. Complete Edition, with Portrait «ngiav«! by C. H. 
Jeens. iSmo. 4f. 6d, 
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" Mr, WhiUier hos all the smooth melody and thepathos ofthe autk&r 
qf ^ Hiawathay with a greater nicdy of description and a 
qudinter fancy^-^^jc^YLiz, 

Willoughby.— FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book forjthe Young. 
By F. Willoughby. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. gilt 5^. 

Wolf.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMAL6. 

Twenty Illustrations by Joseph Wolf, engraved by J. W. and S. 

Whymper. With dcscriptive Letter-press, by D. G. Elliot, 

F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 2.\s, 

Tkis is the last series of drawings which will he made by Mr, fVal/, 

eiiher upon wood or stone. The Pall Mall Gazettk says: 

" ThefiercCy untameable side of brüte nature has never received a 

more robust and vigorous interpritation^ and the various incidents 

in which particular character is shown are setforth with rare dra- 

mati^ power, For excdlence that will endure, we incline t^ pl€u;e 

ihis very near the top of the list of Christmas books,"*^ And the 

Akt Journal observesj ^^ Rardy, if ever, hanje we seen animal 

life more forcibly and beautifully depicted than in this really 

splendid volume." 

Also, an Edition in ro3ral folio, handsomely bound in Morooco 

elegant, Proofe before Letters, each Proof signed by the Engntyei^. 

WoUaston.— LYRA DEVONIENSIS. By T. V. Wollaston, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

**Itis the work ofa man of refined taste, ofdeep rdigious senttmefti, 
a true artistj and a good Christian.*^ — Church Times. 

Woolner. — MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. By Thomas Woqlnkr. 
With a Vignette by Arthur Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap. 
' Svo. $s, 

" No man can read this poem without being Struck by thefiiness and 
finishcfthe workmanship, so to speak, as well as by the chcLstened 
nnd unprdending loßiness of thought which pervades the whole,^* 
— Globe. 

WordS from the PoetS. Selected bythe Editor of «* Rays 
bf Sunlight" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., u, 
** Thesaection aims at popularity, and deserves it^ — Guardian. 

Yonge (C. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. YbNGE. 
•THEHEIROFREDCLYFFE. Twenty-first Edition. Withlüi». 
' trations. Crown 8vo. ds, 

HEARTSEASE. Thirteenth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 

' 8vo. 6j. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. Twelfth Edition. With Illustrations. 

Cföwn 8vo. ds, 
THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN. 

•nürt^enth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8yo. 6f. 
■ pYNEVOR TfiRRACE. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

HOFES AND FEARS. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6x. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. df. 
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Yonge (C. Vi^—conHnued. 
CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Fourth Edition. 

Crown 8vo. dr. 
THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

" W^ think the authoress of * The Heir of Redclyffe ' has surpassed 
her previous efforts in this illuminaUd chronicle of the olden time.^^ 
— British Quarterly. 

THE CAGED LION. lilustrated. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

** JPrettily and tenderly written, atid will with youngpeople especidlly 

be a great favourite.^'* — Daily News. ^^ Everybody should read 

this" — LiTERARY CHURCHMAN. 

THE CflAPLET OF PEARLS ; OR, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIBAUJMONT. Crown 8vo. 6s, Fourth Edition. 
'**Miss Yonge has hrou^ht a lofiy aim as well as high art to thecon* 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best eforts 
in historical romance" — ^Morning Post. ** Theplot, in truth^ 
is of the very firsi order of merii." — Spectator. ** We have 
seÜom reada more charnUng storyJ*^ — Guardian. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade, 
lilustrated. i8mo. 2s, 6d. 

** A tale which, we are sure, will give pleasure to tnany others besides 

the young people-for whom it is specially intended. ... This 

extremely prettily-told story does not require the guarantee affbrded 

by the name of the auihar of * The Heir of Redclyffe* on the title- 

"^ page to ensure its becondng a universal /az/ourite," — Dublin 

~ EvENiNG Mail. 

. THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, witii Coloured 
mustrations. i8mo. 4^. 6d, 

" The illustrations are very spirited and rieh in colour, and the 
story can hardlyfail to charm theyoiUhfulreader,'* — ^Manchestsr 
EXAMINER. 

THE LITTLE DUKE : RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New 
Edition. lilustrated. i8mo. 2J. d/. 

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 
Globe 8vo. 3^. td. each. 

Contents of First Series : — History of Philip Quarll— 
Goody Twoshoes — The Govemess — Jemima Placid — ^The Peraüibu- 
lations of a Mouse — The Village School — The Littie Queen — 
History of Littie Jack. 
** Miss Yonge has donegreat Service to the infantry of this generation 

byputting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within thär reach" 

— British Quarterly Review. 

Contents of Second Series : — Family Stories — Elements of 
Morality — A Puzzle for a Curious Girl — Blossoms of Morality. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. New Edition, 
with Twenty Illustrations by Frölich. Crown 8yo. cloth gilt. 6x. 
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Yonge (C. HL.)—conHnued. 

(See also Golden Treasury Series). Cheap Edition, is, 

*' We have seen no prettier giß'book for a long time^ and none which^ 

hothfor its cheapness and the spirit in ivAüh ü hos been compUed^ 

is more deserving qfpraise, " — ATHENiEüM . 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Pictured by 

Frölich, and narrated by Charlotte M. YoNGÄ, Second 

• Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 6s. 

**^ Lucys Wonderful Globe* is capttal, and will ghe its youthfid 

readers more idea qf foreign countries and customs than any nuinber 

of books of geography or traveV* — Graphic. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to 
Edward JI. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5j. Third Edition, ehlaiged. J*. 

A Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Thifd fedition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

**Instead of dry ddails^^ says the NoNCONFORMist, "w^ have 
liinng ptctures^ faithful^ vwid^ and strikihg,*^ 

P's AND Q's ; OR, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. 

With lUustrations by C. O. Murray. Second Edition. Globe 

8vo. cloth gilt 4J. 6d, 

** One of her most successßil littlepieces .... just what a narraiive 
shouldhe^ each incident simply and naiurdlly related^ no preaching 
or moralizing^ and yet the moral coming out most powerfuUy^ and 
the whole story not too long^ or with the Uast appearance of being 

Spun OUtJ*^ — LiTERARY QhURCHMAN. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; or, UND£R WODE, 
UNDER RODE. Cheaper Edition. Two vols. crown 8to. l2j. 
** A domestic story oj English professional life^ which for swedness 
of tone and absorbing interest from first to last hos nAfer been 
rivalled" — Standard. ** Miss Yonge hos certainly added to 
her already high reputation by this charming book^ which keeps the 
reader's attention fixed to the end. Indeed we are 09Üy sorty Aert is 
not another volume to come, andpart with the üfiderwood famüy 
with sincere regret,"—-C0VRT Circülar. 

LADY HESTER; or, URSULA'S NARRATIVE. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** JVeshall not anticipate the interest by epitomizing the plot, bui we 
shall only say that readers will find in it all the gracefulness^ *ig^ 
feelingy and delicate perception which they have been long accustämsd 
to lookfor in Miss Yong^s writings^ — Guardian. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES; or, A FADED_, PHOTOGRAPH. 
Crown 8vo. 
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GOLDEN TREASURY SERIßS. 2f 

MACMILUN'8 GOLDEN TREA8URY' 8ERIE8. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
NoEL Paton, T. Woolner, W. Holman Hunt, J. E. 
MiLLAis, Arthur Hughes, &c Engraved on Steel by 
Jeens. Bound in extra cloth, 45. 6d, each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

" Messrs» Macmillan have^ in their Golden Treasury Series, especially 
proviäed editions of Standard works, volumes of seUcted poehy^ and 
original composiHons^ which entitle this serics to he calUd classical. 
Nothing can he heiter than the literary execution^ nothing more 
elegant than the material workmanshiJ>"-^BKiTiSH Qua&tsrly 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 

Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 

Palgrave. 

" This delightfid little volume^ the Golden Treasury^ which eontami 
many ofthe hesi original lyrical pieces and songs in our language^ 
grouped with care and skill, so a^ to illustrate each other üke the 
pictures in a well-arranged galleryj'* — Quartekly Review. 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

" // includes specimens öf all thegreat masters in the art of poetry, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man conceniräted on 
ohtaining insight into th^ feelings and tctstes of childhoody and 
desirous to awaken its finest impulses^ to culivüate its keenest sensu 
hilüies."—UotiNlliG PoST. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Writws. 

Selected and arranged by Lord Selbourne. A New and En* 

larged Edition, 

*^ All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for the 
presentgive place to the Book of Praise. , . . The selection has 
heen made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains involved in this compilation must have been impiense^ em" 
bracing^ as it does, every writer of note in this special province oj 
English literature, and ranging over the most widely divergent 
tracks of religious thought.^^ — Saturday Review. 

The Fairy Book ; the Best Populär Fairy Stories. Selected 
and rendered anew by the Author of " John Halifax, 
Gentleman." 

** A ddightful selection^ in a delightful extemal form ; füll of the 
physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fairy taUs,*'^ 
Spectator. 

The Ballad Book. A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 
Edited by William Allingham. 
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* * His taste as ajudge ofoldpoäry will befound, hy all acquaintedwith 
the variaus readings of old English balladsy true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a /öj>§."— Saturday Review. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Sdected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

" Tke füllest and best jest book that has yet appeared:'—SKT\3KDAY 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, 

M.A. 

" 77ie beautiful little edition of Bacon*s Essays, now before us^ does 

credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr. Aldis Wright, , , , Js 

puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary facts and 

chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 

• Bacon^s life and times,** — Spectator. 

The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
** A beautiful and scholarly reprint»^^ — Spectator. 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

" A well-säected volume ofSacred Poetry,*^ — Spectator. 

A Book of Golden Deeds of AU Times and All Countries 
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ** The Heir of 
Redclyffe." 

**, . . To the young, Jor whom it is especially intended, as a most 

interesHng collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their eiders, 

as a useful handbook of reference, and a pleasant one to take up 

^ when their wish is to white away a weary halfhour, We have 

Seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime" — ATHENiCUM. 

The Poetical Works of Robert Burns. Edited, -v^rlth 

Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

" Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Burns 
yet out.*'— Edinbvkgk Daily Review. 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A. Fellow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 

** MtSilated and modified editions of this English classic are so much 
therule, that a cheap and pretty copy of it, rigidly exact to tke 
original, will be a prize to many book-buyers.'* — Examiner. 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes byj. LI. Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
**A dainty and cheap little edition J' — ^Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 
Musidans. Selected and arranged by John Hullah, Professor 
of Vocal Music in King's College, London. 
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** A choice colUction of ihe Sterling songs of Engiand^ ScoÜand, and 
Ireland, with the music ofeach prefixed to the Words, Hmo tnuch 
trtie wholesome pleasure such a book can diffuse^ and will diffuse^ 
tue trust through many thousand f amilies y — Examiner. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
Gustave Masson, French Master in Harrow School. 
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. By an Old Boy. 

** A perfect gern of a book, The best and most healthy book ab<mt 
boysjor boys that ever was written.^^ — Illustrated Times. 

A Book of WorthieS, Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe." 
With Vignette. 

** An admirable addüion to an admirable seriei,*^ — Westminster 
Review. 

A Book of Golden Thoughts, By Henry Attwell, 

Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 
^^ Mr, Attwell hos produced a book of rare valiu , . . . Happilyit 
is stnall enough to becarried about in the pocket, and of such a com» 
panion tt would be difficult to weaty** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Guesses at Tnith. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections from the Work« 

of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of "Ginx's Baby," &c. 
* * A charming little uolume. ** — S'I;andard« 

Theologia Germanica. — Which setteth forth many fair Linoa- 
ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lorely things 
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by Dr. Pfeiffer, from the only 
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German, 
by Susanna Winkworth. With a Preface by the Rev. Charles 
Kingsley, and a Letter; to the Translator by the Chevalier 
Bunsen, D.D. 

Milton's Poetical Works.— Edited, with Notes, Äo», by 
Professor Masson. Two vok. i8mo. gs, 

Scottish Song. A Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. 

Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlylb 

Aitkin. 

** Miss Aitkin* s exquisite collection of Scottish Song is so aUuring^ 
and suggests so many topics, that wefind it diffictUt to lay it down, 
The book is one that should find a place in every library, we had 
almost Said in every pocket, and the summer tourist who wishes to 
carry with him into the country a volume of genuine poetry, will 
find it difficult to select one containing within so small a compass 
so much ofrarest value" — Spectator, 

Deutsche Lyrik^ — The Golden Treasury of the best German 
Lyrical Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary 
Introduction. By Dr, Buchheim, 
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MAGMILLAN'S GLOBE LIBRARY. 

BeauHfully printed on toned paper and bound in c'.ot^^ extra^ gilt 
edges, price as, 6d, each ; in doth piain ^ 3^. dd» Also kept in a 
variety oj calfand morocco Undings at moderate pricc'^, 

BooKS, Wordsworth says, are 

**the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; " 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
l>een to make it possible for the universal krn of English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; " to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the master-minds of English 
LiTERATURE, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to afFord every assistance to 
readers pf all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biopraphies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. 

The publishers hope, therefo^e, that these Globe Editions 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the 
English Language is spoken, and by their universal circula- 
tioin justify their distinctive epithet \ while at the same time 
the^ spread and ^ou^ish a common s)rmpathy with nature's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
"make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says: " The Globe Editions are admirabie 
for their scholarly ediimgy their typographical excellence, their com' 
pendious fprm^ and their cheapness, The British QuAfeTERLY 
Review says: ^*In compendiousness, elegance^ and scholarlinessy 
the Globe Editions of Messrs, Macmülan surpass any populär series 
of our classics hitherto given to the public, As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as has euer been made.^* 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by w. G. 

Clark, M. A., and W. Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 

Cambridge, Editors of the "Cambridge Shakespeare." With 

Glossary. pp. 1,075. 

The AxHENiEUM says ihisedition is ^^ a marvel of beauly^ cheapness^ 
and compaciness, , . . Eor the busy man, above all for the 
working sttident^ this . is the best of aü existing Shakespeares.*^ 
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And the Fall Mall Gazette obserues : " To hav€ produced 
the compUte ,works of the worlcPs greaUst poet in such a fom^ 
and at a price within the reach of every one, is of üself almosi 
sufficient to ^e the publishers a claim to be considered public ben^ 
factors.** 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Origmal 

Editions and Manüscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 

W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary. pp. Iv., 736. 

*^Worthy — and higher praise it needs not-^of the beauHful * Globe 

Series,* The work is edited with all the care so noble a poet 

flfef<rz/«r."— Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott' s Poetical Works. Ediud with a 

Kographiqal and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Falgrave, 

and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559. 

** We can almost sympathise with a middle-a^ed grumbler, who^ after 
reading Mr. Pdlgravis niemoir and introdttctionf should. exclaim 
— * V\l!hy was ihere not such anediiion of Scott when Iwas ä school* 
boy f ' '* — Guardian. 

Complete Works of Robert Bums. — the poems, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authörities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Blogr'aphidd Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
^*Admirable in all respectsP — Spectator. ** The ckeapest^ the 

most perfecta and the tnost interesting ediiion which hos ever been 

publishedj^ — Bellas Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 

Biographical Iritroduction by Henry KingsleV. pp. xxxi., 607. 

*^ A mpst excellent and in every way desirabU edition.** — Court 

CiRCULAR. **Macmillan*s * Globe' Robinson Crusoe is a book to 

have andto keepj* — MORNING Star. 

QoWsmit^i's Miscellaneous Works. Edi^e4, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp'. Jx., 695. 

^*Such an admirable compendium of the facts of GoldsmMs life^ 
and so careful and minute a delineation of the mixed traits of his 
peculiar character as to be a very model of a literary biügraphy 
in little.^' — Scotsman. 

Pope'S Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 
of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, and Professor of History in 
Owens College, Manchester, pp. lii., 508. 
The Literary Churchman remarks : *' The edüor's own notes 
and introductory memoir are excellent^ the memoir alone would be 
cJieap and well worth buying at the price ofthe whole volumeJ 

Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

RevisedText, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 
CoUege, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662. 
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" An admirable edition^ the result ofgreat research andof a careful 
revision 0/ the teoct, The memoir prefixed contains^ within less 
than ninäy pages^ as much sound criticism and as comprehensive 
a biography as the Student of Dryden need desire.** — Pall Maul. 
Gazette. 
Cowper's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and 

Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar of 

Addington and Professor of Modem History in Queen*s College, 

London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. 

**^r. BenhanCs edition 'of^Cowper is one of permanent value, 
The biographical introduction is excellent, füll of information^ 
Singular ly neat and readabh and modest — indeed too tnodest, in 
its comments, The notes are concise and accurate^ and the ediiar 
hos been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one" — Saturday 
Review. 

Morte d' Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edwabd 
Strachey, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509. 

* *// is with perfect conßdence that we recommend this edition ofthe old 
romanceto every class ofreaders." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendeied into English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol Coline, 
Oxford, aiQil Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. 

*M more compläe edition of Virgil in English it is scarcdy possibie 
to conceive than the scholarlywork befbreus" — Globe. 

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prosa, with 

Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By JOHW 

Lonsdale, M.A., and Samuel Lee, M.A. 

TTie Standard says, *' To classical and non-classiccd readers U 

will be invaluable as a faiihftd interpretation of the mind and 

meaning of the poet, enriched as it is with notes and dissertations 

of the highest value in th4 way of criticism^ iUustration^ cmd 

explancUion" 
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